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♦ _ I 

PREFATORY NOTE. 



The verses collected in this book were written at 
long intervals of time, and are printed without 
any attempt at chronological arrangement. The 
result must needs be something of a medley, 
presenting certain discrepancies of thought, and 
probably a good deal of inequality in workman- 
ship. I trust, however, that no poem has been 
included but may hope to meet with some response 
in hearts with which — at the time of writing, at 
least — the writer's heart was in sympathy. 

Very few have seen the light until now. But I 
must not neglect this opportunity of thanking the 
Editors of Blackwood and The Sunday Magazine, 
and the Rev. W. W. TuUoch, for their courtesy 
in allowing me to reprint some four or five of the 
shorter pieces. 

E. R. C. 



The Kew Purqatory. 

METHOUGHTthe Spirit of Love (whose patient wings 
Still brood upon the homelessness of things, 
And give the poet shelter while he sings), 

Took visible shape, as it had been a man, 
And stood erect before me, and began. 
With piercing quietness, my soul to scan ; 

And finally, to speak. *' Such spirits pine," 
It said, ** and droop, because of that divine 
Decree which keepeth veiled me and mine. 

And hence it is permitted unto some 
To visit now my unsuspected home. 
Lest they should fail or e'er they thither come. 

There see they beings utterly content. 

By darkness undistressed, by doubt unrent, 

To whom despondency is wonderment. 
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Their gladness lightens like a faultless gem, 
And they whom earthly jars to tears condemn, 
The brightness of its sheen appeaseth them. 

I therefore come to offer thee my hand, 
Which taking, thou may'st very quickly stand 
With me in that serene and blessed land." 

I lifted up my eyes unto the face 

Of him whose words had such exceeding grace, 

And who had left so excellent a place. 

And such delights for me had sacrificed — 

If only momently. It had sufficed 

A sweet-souled painter for a smitten Christ. 

The living forehead with a radiance shone, 
Such as, with us, transfigures death alone, 
When pain is quieted, and grief is done. 

The mouth was made as though it should have 

smiled, 
But it was set in reprehension mild, 
As mother's mouth, constrained to blame a child. 
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And in the eyes — as though their power to bless, 
To raise and to enrapture, had been less — 
Was housed the lips' exiled tenderness. 

They looked as though it gave them pain to see, 
So full they were, so charged they seemed to be 
With thirsty, unaccepted clemency. 

The whole was beauty, gentle as the glow 
Of evening sunlight upon mountain snow. 
When children sleep, and fathers homeward go ; 

And virile, as a youthful hero's dream. 

Beside a turgid, rock-impeded stream. 

When rest and idlesse death and misery seem. 

Then he — or ever I had gazed my fill — 
** Why waitest thou ? why hesitatest still ? 
I think thou dost not doubt of my good- will ? " 

" I only doubt that I should be so blest," 
I answered him, " for it is manifest 
That in thy keeping I shall be at rest." 
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" Then follow me." I rose, and through the night 
I followed him. His kindness made it light. 
And the fair flowings of his garments white. 

How many leagues we went I cannot say. 
He led me by a strange and tortuous way, 
Until we came, at last, where it was day ; 

And sounds of music fell upon my ears, 
More sweet than pardon after parted years, 
More soft than spring, more comforting than tears. 

And I beheld a garden, emerald green, 

Where little flower-buds laughed their leaves 

between, 
And nothing unrefreshed or sad was seen. 

The enchanted streams were all as crystal pure, 
And curious maids that peeped therein were sure 
To find them wondrous skilled in portraiture. 

They sparkled over beds of sparkling stones. 
With happy sighs, and pretty whispered moans. 
And twenty-thousand murmuring magic tones. 
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And over them majestic lilies swayed, 

And roses, drunken with the scent they made. 

And hospitable tree-boughs, giving shade. 

Past leafy knolls and mossy nooks they flowed, 
And many a bower whereof the portals showed 
How dear must be the charm of that abode. 

An air of soothing calm was over all ; 
Of ripeness, as when golden wheat is tall ; 
Of coolness, as when summer showers fall. 

No man that saw but longed to lay him down 
In one of these enchanting spots, and drown 
His feverish cares beneath a flower-crown, 

The while a cloud of rainbow-butterflies 

Intoxicated his half -open eyes 

With many a dart and curve and swift surprise. 

The place was quick with birds, and every tree 
Shook with their wings and merry motions free 
And ecstasies and mad garrulity. 

2 
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And rich it was with luscious fruits and rare, 
Whose velvet-rosy orbs displayed a fair 
Imperial bloom upon them everywhere. 

There never yet was paradise so void 

Of everything that jarred or palled or cloyed, 

So altogether meet to be enjoyed. 

I looked where they that dwelt therein did sit, 
And asked my gentle guide if they had wit 
To know how very blest they were in it. 

** They learn it, when the first amazement goes," 
He answered, with a smile whose deep repose 
Was like a lovely Lenten anthem's close. 

" Thou knowest — ^thou — how vivid, how intense 
The power must be that gifts the grosser sense 
With any spark of fine intelligence. 

Lo, here be some who have not learned it yet ! '* 
He pointed to them, and his eyes were wet, 
I saw, with sweet impatience and regret. 
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They lay about a fountain's edge, supine, 
Swart, large-limbed men, and women of a fine 
Sedate, voluptuous loveliness divine. 

Their beauty only lacked the power to leap 
And walk and move and live — ^the power to keep 
From over-maste'ring, incessant sleep. 

But those that waked were spell-bound in a haze 
Of vacant, unenquiring amaze. 
And petrified into a marble gaze. 

Then he, ** Of these it needeth not to tell, 

For they are some of them of Israel, 

Whose great stifif-neckedness thou know^st well — 

(Or else I know not who would guess the half). 
When Sinai's thunders roared, these souls could 

laugh. 
And bow before a little golden calf. 

When every day they were o'ershadow^d 

With cloudy benediction overhead. 

They stooped to quarrel with their daily bread. 
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They waxed rebellious, even to a man, 
By reason of that trivial desert-span. 
Though God himself had promised Canaan. 



I 



Judge then how long a time they need to learn 

The marvel of an infinite concern 

For them and theirs, that asketh no return. 

Conceive how long a time they need to shake 
Their drowsy trance from off them, to forsake 
Their stupefaction, and to love awake." 

He paused ; then, moving onward slow with me, 
" Yet the day cometh when this thing shall be," 
With prophet-smile, far-seeing, murmured he. 

" And who," I asked, " is she that sits apart, 

Alert, alive, with lightning looks that dart 

From out her Eastern eyes, and pierce the heart ? 



What queen in ornaments of shining gold. 
And regal vesture such as should enfold 
The ruler of a people proud and old ? " 
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** Thou seest there," my guide replied, " restored 
By love and beauty, one who, with the sword. 
Did persecute the prophets of the Lord. 

Her furious zeal is grown a deep desire 
To raise her earth-besmirchdd being higher. 
And kindle in her fellows such a fire. 

She follows meekly now where prophets tread. 
And nothing those inspired ones have said. 
But seems to her divine and hallowed. 

The richest stores of comfort she can bring 

To such, she deems too mean an offering 

For men whose hearts so bleed the while they sing. 

She yearns to shield from every breath of harm 
Those keen-eyed souls who so much need the balm 
Of holy sympathy and constant calm. 

O royal woman, who hast washed the blood 
From off thee through a loyalty to good 
By tepid souls and tame not understood ! 
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bounteous nature tenderness refines! 

rich as precious ore from fruitful mines, 

Or as the grapes that glowed on Naboth's vines ! '* 

And then I knew he spake of Ahab's queen. 
We passed her, rapt in contemplation keen 
Of some far-off delight, by me not seen. 

And straight we entered a retired glen 

That breathed of peace, like Eden's garden when 

It was not watered by the tears of men. 

There happy children sat, and there aloft 
Towering among them, I could see a soft- 
And gracious-visaged man, who smiled oft. 

A lute he bore, whereon he played a strain 
So fine, so moving-tender, it were vain 
A man should hope to hear the like again. 

The little children found it passing sweet, 
And listened, toying with their coral feet, 
An infantine, responsive audience meet ; 
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While ever and anon a melting note 

Would hush the laughter in each baby-throat, 

And not a whisper down the breeze would float. 

At length the music ceased, and then this friend 

Of silly little ones began to blend 

With bright discourse, caresses without end. 

Expounding to his curly flock that hung 
Upon the winning accents of his tongue, 
How never lays by lark in April sung, 

Nor cradle melodies that mothers teach, 

Nor voice of lyre or lute, could ever reach 

The heart like loving thoughts and loving speech. 

Enquiring, I to my companion turned. 

** This man," he said, " all loving-kindness spurned, 

And once made music while a city burned. 

The shrieks of tortured saints to him were dear 
As whispered worship to a maiden's ear. 
And all of him was hate which was not fear. 
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His hands in kindred blood were deeply dyed. 
And in his own to boot, for he beside 
Incurred the coward guilt of suicide. 

Yon careless creatures are the ministrant 
Redeeming agents I thought meet to grant 
For healing of a soul in so much want. 

He yielded to the potent spell, and all 
His madness was exorcised by these small 
Unconscious scourges purgatorial. 

Their weakness bade his stubborn fierceness bow. 
Their innocency cleansed his abject brow, 
Their whiteness made him what thou seest now. 

Behold him touch their hair ! Behold him urge 
The power of love to charm, exalt, and purge ! 
Behold the man that was an empire's scourge. 

And be thou thankful ! " All my spirit leapt 
To answer that sweet mandate, but I kept 
Involuntary silence — for I wept. 
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Then he, with woman-voice, ** Dear heart, be 

strong ! 
I know that they who weep thus weep not long, 

Yet, even so, thou doest me some wrong, 

For I have brought thee here with this express 
Intent, that even joy should hurt thee less, 
And every pulse of thine learn quietness, 

And every breath of thine be calmly drawn. 
And tranquil, as the footsteps of the fawn 
That walks by yonder lady on the lawn. 

See her admire a climbing rose that dips 
Its blossoms down to meet her odorous lips 
And wonderful, caressing finger-tips ! 

Mark with how much desire the flowers crowd 
About her neck, as though they asked aloud 
The daily kiss that makes their petals proud. 

For every day she visits them, she spends 
Her gentle life among her flower-friends, 
And each of them she loves, and all she tends. 
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No budding violet her raiment stirs, 
But creeps into that quiet heart of hers — 
That heart that once beat high as Lucifer's. 

And not a lily of the valley white 

Breathes perfumed homage to her beauty bright. 

But she will blush with innocent delight. 

Yet on that maiden-face, where pureness glows, 
There bloomed on earth a meretricious rose, 
And on that pious bosom treacherous snows." 

** Oh, very widely-spread must be her fame ! " 
I murmured, wondering whence this marvel came, 
" Alas ! " he said, ** she never had a name." 

^^» ^^* ^^» ^^ ^^ 

Last, pacing slow a vaulted avenue, 
A glade of sober, soul-refreshing yew, 
There came a lonely figure into view. 

No child or flower, no kindly beast or bird 
Did service to him, neither was there heard 
The voice of any man that ministered. 
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But he was fed, I saw, with subtler things, 
Sustained by more sublime and secret springs. 
Consoled by more ethereal whisperings. 

For on his full, uplifted brow there shone 
The rapt, unfathomable look of one 
Who nevermore will feel himself alone. 

So looks the lover, murmuring to the moon 
The joy he waits for from his lady's boon — 
He proudly waits, for she is coming soon. 

So looks the glad musician who has caught 
The passing splendour of a priceless thought. 
And seeks to mould its beauty as he ought. 

And so the solitary anchorite 
Reflecting on a vision of the night 
Of radiant satisfaction infinite. 

My gracious Leader said, ** He must not miss 
The daily confirmation of his bliss." 
And, saying so, he hailed him with a kiss. 



a8 THE NEW PURGATORY. 

And I could see how close the other pressed 
To him, and noted how he trembled lest 
Too soon he should be parted from his breast. 

But, turning unto me, " No dearer care," 
The Spirit said, " than him thou seest there 
Have I, nor ever can have anywhere. 

I, Love, have made him mine, for none but I 
Could such profound necessity supply, 
Or make the tears of such repentance dry. 

That most he needeth me all Nature saith. 
Not enemies he grieved. He did to death 
The sweetest friend that ever yet drew breath. 

He loved so little once that even the touch 

Of Jesus left his spirit sordid. Such 

Have need that we should love them very much," 

I fell before his feet. " Alas, no more ! " 

I cried. " The cup is full, and runneth o'er." 

He quieted my passion as before. 
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^' Be valiant/' he admonished. '' Do not shun 
To take this comfort manfully, and run 
With confidence the race this day begun. 

Love on. Smile more. And see thou hope — ^not 

least. 
Be thou my faithful and my fearless priest." . . . 
A break — a pause — a hush. . . . The vision ceased^ 



ft 3troj^q-minded Woman. 

** She hath no questions, she hath no replies ; 
Hushed in and curtained with a blessed dearth 
Of all that irked her from the hour of birth ; 
With stillness that is almost Paradise." 

CHRISTINA ROSSETTI. 

See her ? Oh yes ! — Come this way — hush ! this 
way- 
Here she is lying, 

Sweet — with the smile her face wore yesterday, 

As she lay dying ; 

Calm — the mind-fever gone, and, praise God ! 
gone 

All the heart-hunger ; 

Looking the merest girl at forty-one — 

You guessed her younger ? 

Well, she'd the flower-bloom that children have, 

Was lithe and pliant. 

With eves as innocent-blue as they were brave, 
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Resolved, defiant ; 
Hair, too, that crisped and curied with babyish 
grace, 

Rebelled, as she did. 
And made a careless halo round her face, 

Straying unheeded. 
You peered in vain the chestnut threads among 

To find one whitening- 
Then her quick step, her speech that stirred like 
song, 

And sped like lightning. 
Oh, she was one of those on whom time lays 

Remorseful fingers — 
Not strikes and stings — but hesitates and stays. 

And loves and lingers. 

^ )ie »|( He 

There — that's the face I knew — perhaps knew 
best 

Of all that knew her — 
For very few, of all her friendship blest. 

Saw through and through her. 
You see she'd many sides, was swift of mood, 

Of range unbounded. 
Each note of all the scale she understood, 
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Had caught and sounded. 
So that, to apprehend the complex whole. 

To praise discreetly, 
You had to voyage far into her soul. 

And love completely. 
It needed, too, some courage of a kind 

Not many muster, 
In the sun-dazzle of her Protean mind, 

To wholly trust her; 
To follow blindfold her undaunted feet 

Where waverers go not. 
And inly feel that such have meat to eat 

Whereof we know not. 
For note — we all misdoubt such affluence 

Of gift and merit, 
As though, forsooth, God sometimes, in a sense, 

O'erdowered a spirit. 
Yourself — you worship art ! — Weil, at that shrine 

She too bowed lowly, 
Drank thirstily of beauty, as of wine, 

Proclaimed it holy. 
But could you follow her when, in a breath. 

She knelt to science. 
Vowing to truth true service to the death. 
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And heart-reliance ? 
Nay, — then for you she underwent eclipse, 

Appeared as alien 
As once, before he prayed, those ivory lips 

Seemed to Pygmalion. 
So with the rest. She lost one friend, I know, 

Because, while loving 
Order as much as he, she lauded so 

Right change and moving. 
Her fixed tenacity of hoarded good 

He shared — none better ; 
Her passion for the past he understood 

And praised ; he let her 
Reign over him, till on a certain day, 

A certain mission 
That staggered him, moved her to fling away 

And spurn tradition. 

He supplicated, urged, — and then he went, 

Once grasping clearly 

How royally she dared make precedent — 

Not follow merely. 
Then there was one who honoured her the less. 

And followed after. 
That she was ever prone to gamesomeness 

3 
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And frolic laughter. 
He knew the sanctuary of her soul 

Was grand and awful, 
With every longing under proud control, 

And thought unlawful ; 
He knew that everything she did was done, 

As it were, kneeling ; 
That, like Angelico, she worked alone 

From holiest feeling ; 
And yet, sedate and strenuous from his birth, 

He feared her brightness ; 
Could not away with her mysterious mirth. 

And deemed it lightness. 
A third — a woman — could not quite forgive 

That in this city 
Compact of grief, a soul like hers could live 

For aught but pity. 
That she was tender to her being's core ; 

That, on her bosom. 
Some torn or outcast heart she oftenest wore, 

For choicest blossom ; 
That every day she lived her feet were swift 

To carry blessing 
Where emptiness required grace or gift, 
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Or wrong redressing — 
All this availed not to persuade her friend 

That, if her leisure 
Was often spent on some far other end, 

That was God's pleasure. 
She grudged that music, poetry, the stage, 

Should charm and chain her. 
When wistful babyhood or tremulous age 

Might wholly gain her. 
It irked her she should lavish on her books 

Sequestered hours. 
Or keep the benediction of her looks 

Just for her flowers. 
She would not learn that those who travail still 

To mould a nature. 
Most often frustrate the Creator's will, 

And mar the creature. 

)ie 4» « « 

If she could love ? — And why, if greatly loved. 

She was left lonely — 
From wedded perfectness debarred, removed — 

Left with me only ? 
Hear from your heaven, my dear, my lost delight 

You, who were woman 
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To your heart's heart, and not more pure, more 
white. 

Than warmly human ! 
How shall I answer? How express, reveal 

Your true life-story ? 
How utter — if they cannot guess — not feel 

Your crowning glory ? 
This way. Attend my words. The rich, we know, 

Do into heaven 
Enter but hardly ; to the poor, the low, 

God's kingdom's given. 
Well, there's another heaven — a heaven on earth- 

(That's love's fruition) 
Whereto a certain lack — a certain dearth — 

Gain best admission. 
Here too, she was too rich — ah God ! if less 

Love had been lent her ! — 
Into the realm of human happiness 

These look — not enter. 



This other staircase takes you to the hall — 
What ! with tears blinded ? — 

Ah ! there was that you loved in her, for all 
She was " strong-minded." 
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Shall you know me, mother, mother, when I come 

to you in heaven. 
When I come to seek our hidden, sweet, lost saint 

of twenty-seven ; 
When at last my griefs are ended, when at last 

my sorrows cease. 
When at last slow death's reluctant hand is laid 

on me in peace ? 
Shall you know your child again among the happy 

hosts of heaven, 
Know the child you bore and loved — and left, 

when you were twenty-seven? 

Do not doubt but I shall know you, my girl- 
mother, in the throng ! 

My need will draw me to you, the Elysian meads 
along ; 
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My thirst for you will lead me, my orphanhood 

will guide ; 
My lessening anguish tell me I am nearer to your 

side. 
Do not fear but I shall find you. Ail the length 

and breadth of heaven 
Will not stay me from the shrine of my lost saint 

of twenty-seven. 

But you — ah ! sweet my mother, shall you know 
your child again ? 

Shall you know your four-years' child, grown grey 
and wan and old in pain ? 

Shall you know the eyes grown heavy with the 
burden of the years ? 

Shall you know the heart grown bitter with the 
baptism of tears ? 

Shall you not be blinded, mother, by your blessed- 
ness of heaven. 

By your youth, by all your joy, by all your strength 
of twenty-seven ? 



Shall you understand 
about your feet, 



mother, when I fall 
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When I kneel and pause and clasp them, lest your 

arms should be too sweet ? 
When I shrink from the fulfilment of my longing 

for your breast, 
When I tremble at the thought of such unutterable 

rest? 
Shall you understand that instant's dread of too 

complete a heaven — 
You, who shut the book of sorrow up when you 

were twenty-seven ? 



Shall you take me, shall you raise me, slowly, 

sweetly, to your heart ; 
Make me once again your very child — not outcast 

and apart ; 
Not a weary, lonely toiler, weeping blindly down 

the ways, 
But the very child you bore and loved — and left in 

other days ? 
Shall you show me slowly, gently, how the perfect 

years of heaven 
Have not dimmed the human motherhood, the 

love of twenty-seven ? 
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And after, will you lead me where the children's 

flowers grow. 
Where the youngest angels' flowers in serene 

abundance blow, 
Where kingcups, rich and golden, stripe the fields 

with royal sheen, 
Where violets dye the happy soil, where daisies 

stud the green ? 
Will you sit with me, my sweet, among the flowers 

of earth in heaven, 
Sit and sing the songs I loved, your cradle-songs 

of twenty-seven ? 



Ah ! believe it, angel-mother, not the chiefest 

good of life, 
Not the rapture of endeavour, not the stir of noble 

strife, 
Not the martyr's blessed aureole, not the prophet's 

god-like name. 
Not the homage of the nations, the delirium of 

fame. 
Ever fired my heart with longing, ever rapt my 

soul to heaven 
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Like the hope of hearing once again your songs 
of twenty-seven. 

These may sadden, these may torture — in your 

singing there is balm; 
These may rage and be tempestuous — in your 

presence there is calm; 
These may turn to gall and wormwood — in your 

blue, untroubled eyes 
Is the stillness of the noontide and the depth of 

summer skies. 
Sweetest love itself, reposeful, fixed, unchanging, 

as high heaven. 
Could not heal me like your arms, my pitying 

saint of twenty-seven. 

Dear my mother, only slumber savours sweetly to 

the tired, 
And but one thing of the Lord in my despair have 

I desired — 
No reward — but just to find you — no beatitude 

but this, 
In my hair to feel your fingers, on my brow to feel 

your kiss ; 
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On your breast to learn in quietness the loving 

lore of heaven, 
Learn to be again the little child you left at 

twenty-seven. 



JAy Wasted Youth.* 

Let me alone, 
I am weeping my wasted youth. 
I am weeping the hours when the orchard was 

white, and white 
As the driven snow, and I did not go, as I might, 
To let the blossoms fall and cover me o'er. 
And take the heart of the spring to my own heart's 
core. 

I am weeping my wasted youth — 
Let me alone. 

Let me alone, 
I am weeping my wasted youth. 
I am weeping the starlight nights that I did not 

see. 
And the starlike eyes that never lit up for me, 
The moons that on rippling waters have danced 
and shone, 

* Blackwood 5 Magazine^ April, 1884. 
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And the gentle faces I have not looked upon. 
I am weeping my wasted youth — 
Let me alone. 

Let me alone, 
I am weeping my wasted youth. 
I am weeping the merry dances I could not tread. 
And the tears of happiness that I did not shed, 
The feverish joy and dumb, delicious pain, 
And the lost, lost moments that will not come 
again. 

I am weeping my wasted youth — , 

Let me alone. 

Let me alone, 
I am weeping my wasted youth. 
I am praying for those who have seen their youth 

go by. 

With half its sweets untasted, unknown, as I ; 
That God' — forasmuch as He left the first bright 

page 
Of their life a blank — would send them love in 
their age. 

I am weeping my wasted youth — 
Let me alone. 



To A Child. 

When that thy holy innocence 
Doth leave the walls of love that close it round, 
And walks alone on unfamiliar ground. 

Without defence — 

When that thy sweet soul crystalline 
The world encompasses with luring arms, 
And sin and soilure and a thousand harms 

To hurt combine — 

When thou shalt live where lucre reigns, 
Where lust and greed put on love's sacred dress. 
Where fools devour the bread of idleness 

Or ill -got gains — 

When thy child's instinct for the true 
Is vexed and baffled upon every side, 
Seeing how force and fraud the world divide. 

As victors do — 
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When purely thou dost seek to know, 
And thy dear trustingness is set at nought 
By men of tainted and of grovelling thought. 

Where thou shall go — 

Then, sweet to soothe, and stern to save, 
Let my voice reach thee, like a hurrying breeze. 
Alive — from over continents and seas ; 

Dead — from the grave. 

Then let my vigils and my tears 
Bear fruit in thee, prevent, persuade and bless. 
And be thou kept by all the wistfulness 

Of all the years. 

Then with my spirit, as with wine, 
Be thy veins quick, be lifted up thy heart 
To spurn the base, and choose the nobler part, 

And make it thine. 

Then let love's crowning triumph come, 
And on the royal heights of chastity. 
With everything of strong, and fair, and free. 

Make thou thy home. 
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Till to that far-off other shore 
Thou^ at the last, in spotlessness draw near, 
And I, all blest, who travailed for thee here, 

Clasp thee once more. 



ft JL<OVE $ONQ. 

If I were very rich and great, 

Or very wise and kind, 
You might be charmed by my estate, 

Or chained by my mind. 

But will you waste your noble heart 
On one oppressed with fears, 

Who has in all the world no part 
Nor portion, saving tears ? 

I weep — ^for I have ever thought 

Love less unreasoning 
Than to bestow itself for nought 

Upon a worthless thing. 

Your pity only I implore, 

Since 'tis, alas ! too true 
There's nothing you can love me for- 

Except my love for you. 



Fair P(ohtraut. 
(after morike.) 

How call ye King Ringang*s daughter dear ? 

Rohtraut, Fair Rohtraut. 
What spendeth she then the long day in, 
Since she may not sew and she may not spin ? 

She hunts and she fishes. 
Oh, that I might her huntsman be ! 
Fishing and hunting were sweet to me. 

My heart, stay thy beating. 

And lo ! but a little time went by, 

Rohtraut, Fair Rohtraut, 
And the boy was given a horse to ride. 
And a huntsman's dress, and by Rohtraut's side 

He rode to the forest. 
Why, why, am I not a great king's son, 
That the maid I love might be woo'd and won ? 

My heart, stay thy beating. 

4 
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Once, as they rested beneath the shade, 
She laughed. Fair Rohtraut. 

Why gazest thou on me so wistfully ? 

Kiss me, if that is what aileth thee ! 

Ah ! the boy trembled. 
Yet, she hath vouchsafed it, thinks the youth. 
And he kisseth Fair Rohtraut on the mouth. 

My heart, stay thy beating. 

Then rode the two amid silence home, 

Rohtraut, Fair Rohtraut. 
And he to his own heart joyful said, 
Wert thou this day to an emperor wed, 

I should not rue it. 
Green boughs that the west wind stirs and dips, 
Ye know I have kissed Fair Rohtraut's lips ! 

My heart, stay thy beating. 



JAy J\AlgTRE33« 
(from "master of all.") 

The Mistress that I serve is marvellous 
For womanhood, and beauty of the soul 
Which heightens as the passing seasons roll, 

And shows like Heaven's grace come down to us. 

She hath a yielding, very tender heart, 

And gracious thoughts do harbour in her mind, 
And in her carriage she is calm and kind. 

And in all good she bears a liberal part. 

My Mistress is a creature of fine mould. 
Of mettle high and true, and such prowess. 
She doth not shrink from pain and from foulness. 

And from an ugly truth that must be told. 

I saw her yesterday, like the young moon 
Between twin clouds of storm-begotten gray. 
With two — her sisters — wronged and castaway. 

Who neither prized her touch, nor craved her boon. 
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I marked her cast her spotless lot with theirs ; 
I heard her say their griefs had wounded her^ 
And say their laughter did her pity stir, 

And offer them both help and love and prayers* 

> 

I love my Mistress for her royal pride, 
And for her wistful, passionate purity. 
And for her wondrous courtesy to me. 

And all the bliss I savour at her side. 

Me too she helpeth, guarding from all harms. 
And keeping from the smirch of sin away ; 
And she hath promised me, one splendid day,. 

That I shall find my heaven within her arms. 



$ONQ. 
(from " MASTER OF ALL.") 

But how am I to let you go ? 

Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! 
The sky is grey, grey, grey ; 
The noisy north wind blows alway ; 
The thrush is clinging to her nest 
With anxious head and anxious breast, 
And I am full of trouble lest 

I shall not get you back again, 
Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! 

Ah, how am I to let you go ? 

Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! 
The day is cold, cold, cold; 
And April but a few hours old ; 
Beneath the snow the violet lies, 
And Spring, before her coming, dies. 
And all my Spring is in your eyes — 

Alas ! I cannot let you go. 
Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! 



Christu? Consolator. 



God-gifted souls, who erst in childhood read 

Adoring, of the Galilean child 
Among the doctors raising his young head, 

With fearless freedom of the undefiled. 

The while his parents sorrowed — ye, who saw. 
Even then, in sinless impulse God's behest, 

And felt a higher law than parents' law 
Demanding your allegiance without rest — 

Turn yet upon the Christ untired eyes. 
Nor cease that childhood's lesson to embrace ! 

Be strong to bear the pain you give, and wise 
With gentleness love's agony to face, 

And when your own has grown with manhood's 
growth. 

And you, who love, are left, unloved, alone ; 
And eyes that once had smiles for you are loth 

To look on you, and voices change their tone, 




CHRISTUS CONSOLATOR. 5S 

And grow from tender, chilling, and from soft. 
Embittered — soothe yourselves remembering 

How he his loveless city loved, how oft 

He would have gathered her beneath his wing. 

Let him be your exemplar strong and sweet ! 

Lo ! when his grief grew up to man's estate, 
The anguish-drops fell even to his feet 

In that lone garden where he wept so late. 

Let him be your exemplar still. His name 
Is nothing by the centuries made old. 

And still his humbleness shall be his fame, 
His woes and persecutions manifold. 

And seeing never man was so inspired 
With firm obedience to the higher will 

In him made manifest, nor so desired 
A solitary mission to fulfil, 

In spite of pain — on him delight to think, 
Thou, laden with a message for mankind ! 

From wrath of evil men in no wise shrink — 
And ah ! let good men's wrath leave calm thy 
mind. 



S6 CHRISTUS CONSOLATOR. 

Reflect on that Christ-heart, by foes accurst. 
By God forsaken, and by friends denied : 

His fate was cruel, but was not the worst — 
To disobey, and be uncrucified. 



The Awakeninq. 
(after sully pkudhomme.) 

If thou wert mine — dream we so strange a thing I 
Long ere thy waking, I, at morn, would rise, 

To watch thine angel-slumbers, murmuring 
And even, like a distant streamlet's sighs. 

I would go forth and fetch some eglantine, 

With silent steps; then, patient, I would stand 

Beside thee, loosening those dear arms of thine 
That guard thy breast, to place it in thy hand — 

Kissing thine eyes. And they, surprised, should 



The morning earth in that which God of all 

Made fairest; then their gradual light on me, 

Full of my gift and of thy soul, should fall. 

Ah ! feel his love ! compassionate his woe ! 

Who even on thy breast would place, ere night 
Were fled, his offering of sweetness, so 

To make thy very waking a delight. 



In a PoET'g FoOTgTEPp. 

(Freshwater, 1874.) 

I HAVE been of late so happy 
As to see the home you love, 

See the garden you delight in. 
And the country where you rove ; 

I have paced and mused where freshly 
Blows the breeze that from your brow 

Many a time has swept the sadness 
Under which earth's sovereigns bow. 

I have marked the cliffs majestic 
You have taken to your heart. 

And the ** noble downs " you cherish, 
Of your very soul a part ; 

Watched the ocean-breakers tumble 
On the beach where you have strayed, 

Gleaning music from the discord 
That the angry waters made ; 
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Watched the little bay when quiet 

Every wave and every breath 
Slept a sleep that might remind you 

Of your happy boy-knight, Death ; 

Noted many a pretty cottage 

Clematis and myrtle-clad, 
Where your eyes have worshipped beauty, 

And where peace has made you glad. 

Ay, and I have heard their inmates 
Praise you — heard, among the poor, 

That they seldom empty-handed 
Turn them from the Laureate's door ; 

Heard of acts of gentle kindness 
That have fallen to their share — 

On the lips, they say, it dwells not ; 
All they know is, it is there. 

Proudly I record the humble 
Witness to your splendid name, 

For yourself, with poet's insight, 
Tell us *' fame is half disfame,'* 
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And there want not those who censure 
Greatness for the faults they see, 

While their prying, purblind vision 
Misses its sublimity ; 

Souls that dream of no vocation 
Veiled, and other than their own, 

Veiled, unique, and agonizing, 
And to be fulfilled alone. 

These are they would fetter genius 
Under smooth tradition's rod. 

Genius, who demands to read her — 
Genius, and to judge her — God. 

Let them be. For some one poet 
Needs not, even here on earth. 

Or from rich or poor, or any. 
Testimonies to his worth. 

Who could wander, as I wandered, 
In your footsteps, who could be 

Often near your habitation. 
In your spirit's company ; 
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Holding in his hand the poem 
Where your goodness is enshrined 

So divinely that your greatness 
Scarcely flashes on the mind ; 

Where the griefs that sadden angels, 
Pangs that highest natures rend, 

Find in you their fit exponent ; 
Where the friend bewails the friend ; 

Where your faith, though torn and bleeding, 
Stands erect, unconquered, brave ; 

Where your love, as erst Alcides, 
Wrests its treasure from the grave — 

Who could read, and not be humbled, 

Even to weeping, by the view 
Of the tender and peculiar 

Favour heaven has for you ? 

There is one would have me echo 

Your transcendent melodies, 
Learn from you the might of metre. 

Magic that in music lies. 
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Form from you he bids me study, 

Bids me pay less heed to thought. 
Greater heed to thought's expression. 

Charm through sound, as poet ought. 

I, obedient, strive to please him, 
For I know my muse unsure, 

Fancy feeble, wit infertile, 
Mind and manner immature. 

But I hear not your elegiac 
Music murmuring in my ear ; 

And I hear it not your rhythm, 

Pulsing calm and smooth and clear ; 

And I hear them not those perfect 
Cadences instinct with art. 

Fitting, like a sweet expected 
Message to a lonely heart. 

It is you alone I think of. 
You, who weep and fail and err, 

You, who love and lose and hunger, 
You — the human sufferer. 
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Oh, your singing conquers singing. 

Vanquishes, and makes us long 
Rather to be rich in comfort. 

Than imperial in song. 

Not for all the artist's cunning 

Do I feel my spirit melt — 
Not for what the poet utters — 

But for what the man has felt. 



The J\flEETi;'(q op Dante and Beatfjice' 

IN THE £JaRTHLY PaR^DISE.^ 

A PARAPHRASE OF CANTOS XXX. AND XXXI. OF 
THE PURGATORIO. 

CANTO XXS. 

Soon as the Northern constellation bright 

Of that bright primal heaven — the stars that ne'er 

Of East or West, setting or rising knew. 

Or other cloud save cloud of sin ; the stars 

That there guide men in paths of right, as here 

Our lower lights the steersman to his port — 

■ See Note A. 

' The Earthly Paradise is placed by Dante at the suiiunit 
of the Purgatorial Mount. The opening lines refer to the 
halting of the mystic procession there beheld by him and 
described in the previous Canto. It was heralded by a 
" constellation" of seven lights, symbolizing the seven gifts of 
the Holy Ghost, and here compared to our seven guiding 
stars, Ursa Minor. 
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Stood still, the reverend band' that first appeared 
Between it and the Gryphon,* turned. And one — 
All gazing on the Chariot, as men gaze 
Upon the thing which is their peace — his voice 
Uplifting like a herald sent from heaven, 
Sang three times, " Come, O Spouse, 3 from Leba- 
non ! " 
And all his brethren sang it after him. 

As when the last trump sounds, the blessed dead 
Shall haste and spring each one from forth his 

tomb, 
Their new-found voices filling all the air 
With alleluias, so, around the Car 
Divine, a hundred forms angelical 
Rose glorious when the elder spake, of life 

' The band of elders, represeming the Books of the Oid 
Testament, that preceded the Chariot of Beatrice. The 
Chariot is the Church. 

' The Gryphon, drawing the mystic Chariot, symbolizes 
the dua! nature of Christ. It is half lion, half eagle ; part 
human, part divine. 

3 The apostrophe is to Beatrice, or Divine Wisdom, which 
is " from above." The " Come" is three times repeated in 
the Vulgate. " Veni de Libano, sponsa mea, veni de Libano, 
veni." — Canticum Canticorum, iv. 8. 
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Eternal, messengers, and ministers. 
" Blessed art thou that comest ! " ' thus they sang ; 
And, scattering flowers above them and around, 
They sang, " Give lilies, lilies from full hands ! "' 




I have seen the eastern sky at break of day^ 
All roseate, vaporous, while the rest of heaven 
Was clothed in tranquil light, and seen the sun 
Arise, so tempered hy the shadowing mists. 
That long the eye endured to gaze on him. 
Thus, in a mist of flowers that from the hands 
Angehc rose and fell within the Car, 
And eke without it, there appeared to me 
A lady, in a vesture all of flame, 
And mantle green, wrapped in a snow-white veil, 
O'er which an olive crown did clasp her head. 
And lo ! my spirit, which for so long time 
Her presence had not awed and overwhelmed — 
Though by mJne eyes she still remained unseen — 

' The angels' welcome to Dame, 
'^neid vi.884- 

' The revelation of Beatrice to Dante is as gradual as the 
breaking forth of the sunshine on a misty morning. She 
veiled until the close of Canto xxxi. 



I 
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By force of subtle influence she diffused, 
Was filled with all the mighty love of her 
I had of old. Soon as I saw her," and felt 
The power that had transfixed rae when I yet 
Was but a boy, I turned me to the left, 
As to his mother turns the little child, 
In grief or fear, to say unto my guide, 
'' No drop of blood is left within my veins 
That trembles not ; the tokens I perceive 

I Of my old passion," But my guide was gone ; = 
My sweetest father, Virgil, unto whom 
I had entrusted me that he should save, 
Had left me. And not even the Paradise 

I Our fond first mother lost, sufficed to keep 
My cheeks, now clean from that first tearful dew, 
From being stained with weeping once again. 

^ " Dante ! because that Virgil doth depart. 
Weep thou not yet ; weep thou therefore not yet. 
Beseemeth thee to weep far other wound." 

' Saw, that is, her form, not her face, and her form only 
L ^mly, through the rain of flowers. 

" Human Science is exchanged for Divine Science, and 
I the remainder of Dante's journey will be performed under 
I the guidance, not of Virgil, but of Beatrice, 
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Like to an admiral, whose ship is brought 

Abreast of the other vessels he commands, 

That he may see the crews, and spur them on 

To deeds of valour — turning at the sound 

Of my own name, recorded here perforce — 

I saw, upon the Chariot's left side, 

Bending her eyes on me across the stream, 

The lady stand, who first appeared to me 

Hidden beneath the iiowers angelical. 

Although the veil descending from her head 

Caused she should not be manifestly seen, 

Yet royally, with mien and gesture proud, 

She thus resumed — as one who, while he speaks. 

Keeps back his warmer speaking to the end — 

" Ay, gaze thou on me well ! I am she indeed. 

Am Beatrice. And thou — hast deigned at last 

To climb the mountain ? Did'st thou need so i 

long 
To learn that here man finds his happiness ? " 
Humbled, I cast my eyes into the stream. 
But seeing mine own image mirrored there. 
Withdrew them to the sward, so deep the shame 
That bowed my head. Majestical she seemed 
To me, as mothers seem when they reprove, 



* 



I 
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And harsh, by reason of the bitter taste 
Of such stem pity. When she ceased to speak, 
Behold, this psalm the angels sang : " In Thee, 
O Lord, I put ray trust," but they beyond 
"Thou hast set my feet in a large room" went 
not.^ 



As I have seen the snow among the trees 

That clothe the mountain-spine of Italy = 

Congeal when breathe the chill Sclavonian blasts, 

Heaping and driving it, then all dissolve. 

And liquefy like wax before the fire, 

-Soon as the wind blows from the shadowless 

land— 3 
Thus was I hard, and had nor tears nor sighs. 
Until they sang, who ever tune their notes 
Unto the music of the eternal spheres, 
But when I understood, through that sweet psalm, 



Psalm xxxi. 1-8. At the ninth i 
be appropriate to the angelic missic 
comfort to the pilgrim. 

" The Apennines. 

'Africa. The distinction here is 
south winds. 



e the Psalm ceases to 
f encouragement and 



between the north and 
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Their gentle pity for me — better even 

Than had they said, " Lady, why scourge him 

thus ? "— 
The icy barrier that oppressed my heart 
Dissolved in sighs and tears, and from my- 

breast. 
Through lips and eyes, in meUing grief escaped. 
She, on the Chariot's left side standing iirm, 
As at the first, then thus addressed herself 
Unto those holy ones : " Ye keep your watch 
Within the Eternal Day, and neither night 
Nor sleep avail to hide from you one step 
Made by the travelling ages — whence my care 
Is chiefly so to answer you that he 
Who weepeth yonder may both understand, 
And feel a dole proportioned to his fault ! ' 



Not only through high influence of the spheres 
That guide each soul to a particular end. 
According to the several star of each, 
But through munificence of grace divine. 
Whereof the exalted source transcends our gazCf 



' Beatrice addresses Dante indirectly, throu],'h the a 
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This man, in his first life,^ potentially, 

Was such that every virtue might in him 

Have been made gloriously manifest. 

But so much wilder doth the soil become, 

So much more evil, sown with evil seed, 

And left untilled, as it hath native strength. 

Awhile I did sustain him with my face, 

And led him, by the tight of my young eyes. 

With me, in paths of right. But when I reached 

The threshold of my second age, and passed 

From that life unto this, this man from me 

Departed, and to others gave himself. 

When I was raised from flesh to spirit, when 

Beauty and goodness both had grown in me, 

Then was I not so dear, pleased I him less, 

And into paths of wrong he turned his feet, 

Still following false images of good 

Whereof the promises forever fail. 

Nor did the prayers avail I made for him 

For heavenly breathings, with the which in dreams. 



■The "first life," or "vita nuova," ceases, according to 
Dante, at twenty-five. Thus Beatrice refers to her death, 
" upon the threshold of her second age," i.e., in her twenty- 
fifth year. 
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And otherwise, I called him hack; for these 

He little cared. So low he fell, all means 

Employed for his salvation did fall short — 

Save showing him the spirits of the lost. 

I therefore visited the gates of death, 

And unto him who hath conducted him 

Thus far, did I, with weeping, make my prayer. 

The high decree of God were disobeyed, 

If Lethe should he overpassed, and such 

A feast enjoyed, without some reckoning paid 

Of penitence that moves a man to tears." 

CANTO XXXI. 
" thou, who hast not yet crossed the sacred 

stream," ^ 
(Turning on me the point of that discourse 
Whereof the edge " had seemed acute enough) 
She re-commenced, without or pause or break : 
" Say, say, if this be truth ! to such a charge 
'Tis meet thy own confession should be joined." 
But I was so confounded that my voice, 

' The stream of Lethe, which traverses the earthly Para- 
dise, and which as yet divides Dante from Beatrice. Its 
waters efface all remembrance of past sins. 

" I.e., her indirect address, through the angels. 
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Seeking to frame an answer, died away 

Ere from its organs it had freed itself. 

She paused awhile, then said, "Whereon dost 

I muse ? 

' Make answer ! Those unhappy memories 
Have not yet by these waters been effaced." 
Confusion then and fear, together mixed, 
Drove such a " Yea " from forth my lips as scarce, 
Without the help of sight, could have been heard. 

' And as a crossbow breaks that is discharged 
When string and bow are all too tightly stretched, 
And with less force the arrow hits the mark, 
So I gave way beneath that grievous load. 
And sent forth naught but sighs and tears, the 

voice 
Being hindered in its passage, and made dumb. 
Whence she to me : " In following those desires 
Of mine for thee which drew thee on to love 
That Good which is the highest man can seek, 
Tell me what chasms stopped thee, or what chains, 

I What barriers impeded, that so soon 
The hope of pressing on was cast away 7 

, And what enticements, what advantages 
Did'st find to lure thee otherwhere, and cause 
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That thou should'st turn to follow after them ? " 
When I had heaved a bitter sigh, I scarce 
Had voice to make an answer, and with pain 
My slow lips shaped it, as I, weeping, said, 
" Soon as thy face was hidden, present things, 
With their false joys, betrayed my erring feet." 
Then she, " Had'st thou been mute, or had'st 

denied 
That which thou now acknowledgest, not less 
Thy guilt had been apparent — unto such 
A Judge 'tis known. But when the culprit's mouth 
Itself is his accuser, in our Court 
The sword of wrath divine is turned away. 
Yet that thou mayest feel the deeper shame 
Of this thy erring, and, in time to come, 
Hearing the sirens, mayest stand more firm, 
Lay down thy load of grief, and listen ; hear 
How in far other paths thy wandering feet 
By my entombed flesh should have been led. 
Never to thee did nature yet, or art, 
Present so much delight as those fair limbs. 
My earthly garb, that now are scattered dust. 
And if thy highest joy did at my death 
Depart from thee, oh, then, what mortal thing 



I 
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Should have had power to draw thee after it ? 

Rather, methinketh, at the first assault 

Of such vain lures, thou should'st have risen up 

And followed after me, who was no more 

A thing of earth and vain. Nor in the mire 

Should'st thou have trailed thy wings, and risked 

thy hurt. 
Whether the toy were maid, or other thing 
Of vanity, and oh, how brief delight ! 
The fledgeling twice or thrice will brave the snare. 
But in the sight of the full-feathered bird 
In vain the net is spread, the shaft prepared." 



As children downcast stand, and shamed and mute. 
To be reproved — with eyes upon the ground. 
Conscious of guilt and penitent, I stood. 
Then she again : " If hearing make thee grieve, 
Raise, raise thy beard I and seeing even more 
Shall pierce thy heart." With less resistance 

sways, 
Uprooted, the strong holm before the blast. 
Whether it blow from north or else from south, 
Than I, at her command, upraised my head. 
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And when she named the beard, and meant the 

face, 
I did not miss the sting of her intent.^ 
And, as I lifted up my eyes, behold ! 
Those primal beings ^ from their sprinkling sweet 
Had rested them, and my still purblind orbs 
Saw Beatrice, turned towards that Living Thing 
Who in one person doth two natures join. 
Beneath her veil, and on the farther shore 
Of the green-margined river, seemed she yet 
By so much to surpass her ancient self 
As she surpassed all others when on earth. 
Then did remorse so sting and torture me, 
That all things else, yea, all that I had held 
Most dear, became most hateful unto me. 
And so much penitence my heart o'erwhelmed, 
That I fell prone, and what my state was then 
She only knows who brought me thereunto. 

At length, my heart reviving, sense returned, 



■ The sarcasm of her reference at such a time to the sym 
bol of maturity and wisdom. 

■ The angels, who have just ceased to scatter flowers. 
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And lo ! above me floating, I beheld 

The lady ^ whom I late had seen alone ; 

And she was saying, " Hold me, hold me fast ! '* 

Into the stream, as far as to the neck. 

She had drawn me, and herself was moving on. 

As moves a weaver's shuttle, swift and light 

Soon as I neared the blessed shore, I heard 

** Purge me with hyssop and I shall be clean " ^ 

So sweetly sung, I scarce can call to mind 

That sweetness, far less tell it with my pen. 

Then did the lovely lady, opening wide 

Her arms, and clasping me about the head, 

Submerge me wholly, and I could not choose 

But swallow of the water. Thus baptized, 

She drew me forth, and straightway ushered me 

Within the dance of those four beauteous maids,^ 

Who each one with her arm encircled me. 



* A reference to Canto xxviii. The lady is Matilda, 
probably the Countess of Tuscany of mediaeval f^me ; cer- 
tainly typefying here the Active Life. 

» Psalm li. 7. 

3 The four cardinal virtues, Prudence, Justice, Fortitude, 
and Temperance, described in Canto xxiv. as dancing near 
the left wheel of the Chariot in the mystic procession* 
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"Here are we nymphs; and in the heaven are 

stars. ' 
Or ever Beatrice came down to earth. 
We were appointed her for handmaids. We 
Will guide thee to her sight, but yonder Three,= 
Whose vision is more keen, must quicken thine 
To meet the joyous splendour of her eyes." 
Thus singing, they began ; then led they me 
Before the Gryphon's breast, where turned to us 
We might behold the face of Beatrice ; 3 
And thus resumed their song : " Gaze now thy iill ! 
For we have led thee where thou may'st behold 
Those gems whence love once drew the shafts of 

fire 
That slew thee." Then a thousand strong desires, 
Than flames more ardent, riveted my eyes 



' The four stars of Canto i., whose rays illumined the face 
■of Cato, are believed to symbolize the four cardinal virtues. 

' The three evangelical virtues, Failh, Hope, and Charity, 
who dance upon the right of the Chariot. The left and right 
wheels represent the two Covenants, Jewish and Christian, 
upon which the Church rests. 

5 But still beneath her veil. The Four may show it veiled 
to the pilgrim. It is the Three who will cause it to be un- 
veiled to him. 
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Unto those radiant eyes that still were fixed 
Upon the Gryphon in a steadfast gaze. 
As the sun's image in a mirror, so 
The image of that dual creature shone 
Therein, but changing, now this nature, now 
The other having the predominance.' 
Judge, reader, if I marvelled thus to see 
The thing reflected motionless and still. 
And its reflection changing constantly! 

Now, while my spirit, awed with holy joy. 
Was feeding on that sight— that sacred food 
Which whets our longing for it, while it slakes — 
Advanced the other three, who by their looks 
And motions showed themselves to be among 
Heaven's highest, dancing to the angelic strains 
Of their own singing. "Turn, Beatrice," 
Such was their song, " Oh turn thy glorious eyes 
Upon thy faithful servant, who hath made 
This weary journey to have sight of thee. 
We do entreat thee show to him this grace 

' The human and the divine attributes of Christ are 
mirrored in the countenance of Theology, Divine Science, and 
it is the contemplation of this dual perfection which Itindles 
the " joyous splendour " in her eyes. 
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That thou unveil thy face to him, and he 
Rejoice in thy new beauty perfectly." 

O living glory of eternal light ! 
Who ever yet grew pallid 'neath the shades 
Of high Parnassus, or who yet hath drunk 
So deeply of its fount, that he should not 
Seem ignorant and impotent in mind, 
Striving to paint thee as thou wert, whereas, 
Encompassed by the quiring hosts of heaven. 
Thou did'st unveil thee in the open day ! ^ 

* The Poet's prayer is granted ; the face of Beatrice is, at 
last, revealed to him ; and his " ten years' thirst " is quenched. 
But no voice of earthly poet may hymn the splendour of that 
revelation, no mortal pen aspire to describe it. 



Two Seren^dei^p. 

THE FIRST. 

Oh, let me see thee ! Come ! I wait, I long, 
I thirst for thee ! The earth and sky and sea 

Are empty, night is chill, and tediously 
The noisy nightingale protracts her song. 

My love ! my lady ! knowest thou then not 

That thou art mine ? that mine, and mine, and 

mine 
Thy lips ard, and those perfect eyes of thine — 

To blind with kissing ? How, hast thou forgot ? 

Come in thy beauty t Come ! Give ear to me ! 
Why lingerest ? Is thy brow less dazzling white 
Than yestere'en ? and is thine arms' delight 

Unlearned, and wind they not so maddeningly? 

By heaven, I swear that if thou come not soon 
I shall go near to hate thee, find thine eyes 
Pale, and thy lips pale, and thy looks, thy sighs. 

Cold, lady, cold, as yon cold, impotent moon. 
6 



TIVO SERENADERS. 



THE SECOND. 



Sweetest ! I wait thy pleasure. I have said 
That I am only thine. Thou knowest. More J 
I say not, and I think, till life is o'er, 

I shall not wish the words unutter^d. 

They cannot shame me. Whether unto me. 
Or no, thou grant that sacred thing I crave — 
Thy tenderness — thy kindness shall roe save. 

And heal me shall thy great humility. 

Thou wilt judge rightly. But thy judgment, dear, 
I fain would have from thee alone. Come 

forth ! 
Come whisper to me ! If my love be worth 

One shortest, shortest answer, come ! come here tl 

The gentle night-wind breathes of hope and rest 
And peace to me — nay, 'tis thy voice, thy soul, 
Murm'ring, " I still will guide thee, keep thee 
whole, 

Though I exalt thee not unto my breast." 



i 



(after SCHILLER.) 

" Le v^table gdnie, celui du sentiment, est victime de lui- 
mSme, quand il ne le serait pas des autres. II n'y a point 
d'hymen pour Cassandre, non qu'elle soit insensible, non 
qu'elle soit d^daign^e ; mais son ftme pi5n6trante depasse en 
peu d'instants et la vie et la mort, et ne se reposera que dans 
le cieL" — MME. DE Stael. 

Troy's high halls with mirth were ringing. 

Ere the mighty fortress fell ; 
To the harp-strings' merry music, 

Hark! how songs of gladness swell 1 
Every tired arm now resteth, 

Ceasing from the mournful strife, 
For King Priam's lovely daughter 

Shall be made Achilles' wife. 

See, with laurel-crowns adorned, 
Troops in grand succession slow. 

To the gods' exalted dwellings, 
To Apollo's altar go. 



CASSANDRA. 

Gaily through the streets resounding. 
Rise the Bacchanalian strains — 

And, forsaken in its sorrow, 
But one lonely heart remains. 



Joyless 'mid the world's rejoicing, 

Left with none to soothe and love. 
Wandered then Cassandra slowly 

Tlirough Apollo's laurel-grove. 
In the forest's deepest shadows, 

Cursing, spake the prophetess, 
And her priestly veil far from her 

Flung to earth in bitterness. 



" All around is nought but pleasure» 

Every heart is satisfied ; 
Hope my parents cheers, my sister 

Stands arrayed, a happy bride. 
I, alone, must grieve, no kindly 

Fond illusion blinds my eyes, 
And my soul a winged destruction 

Drawing near to Troy descries. 



CASSAJVI}RA. 

'Tis from none of Hymen's torches 

/ behold yon red glare spring, 
And the flames I see ascending 

Mount from no burnt-offering. 
Feasts I watch preparing gaily, 

But, in dread presentiment. 
Even now I hear the footsteps 

Of the Power to blight them sent. 



And they blame me for my warnings, 

And they mock at my distress, 
And my stricken heart abandoned 

Leave they in the wilderness. 
By the happy shunned, avoided. 

Spurned and scouted by the gay — 
Hard, cruel god Apollo ! 

Seems my lot to me to-day. 



Wherefore, wherefore, did'st thou choose me, 

Here, thine oracles to tell, 
Here, where reigns eternal blindness, 

Me, who only see too well ? 



CASSANDRA. 

Wherefore gav'st thou me the vision 

Of the woes that I, alas ! 
Cannot stay — the doomed must perishj 

The decreed must come to pass. 



Who would lift the veil that threatening 

Horrors only covereth ? 
Man, to live, must live in error. 

Knowledge — what is that but death ? 
Take this awful light, this power 

Fatal take away from me ! 
Terrible it is the mortal 

Vessel of thy truth to be. 



Give, oh give me back my blindness ! 

Happy darkness is my choice ; 
I have uttered nought but wailing 

Since thou madest me thy voice. 
Thou hast given me the future, 

But all present joy I lack — 
Miss each passing moment's sweetness — 

Wherefore take thy false gift back. 
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Once devoted to thy service, 
To thy dreadful altar tied, 

Never may my hair be crowned 
With the garland of the bride. 

All my youth was spent in sorrow, 

. Nothing knew I then but pain ; 

Every moan of those around me 
Echoed in my heart again. 



Now around me all is pleasure, 

My companions live and love. 

Lapped in youth's delights ; I only 

Sick at heart and lonely move. 
And for me it is but vainly 

Spring the glad earth beautifies — 

Who can joy in life that readeth 

What beneath its surface lies ? 



Oh, how blest is Polyxena ! 

See the joy-light in her eye ! 
Soon of all the Greeks the noblest 

In her happy arms will lie. 



CASSANDRA. 

Pride her bosom swells, she scarcely 
Yet can grasp her wondrous lot- 
Even 3'ou, ye gods above us, 
In her bliss, she envies not. 



And I too, I too, have seen him 

Whom my longing heart desires ; 
Still those tender looks implore me 

That a secret passion fires. 
Fain I with my love would hide me 

In some peaceful, sheltered home- 
But a Stygian shade — I know it — 

Nightly would to part us come. 



Still Persephone torments me 

With her ghastly spectre-band, 
Wheresoe'er I go, I see them. 

Waiting me on every hand. 
All youth's blithesome pastimes troubling, 

Throng they on the fevered brain — 
By these torturing spirits haunted, 

How can I be glad again ? 
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And I see the death-blade glancing, 

And the slayer's fierce eyes glow ; 
Nor to right nor left, now hither, 

Can I fly the coming foe. 
Seeing eyes, I may not veil you. 

Seeing, knowing, feeling all, 
I must wait my fate's fulfilment. 

In a stranger's land must fall." 



Hark ! while still her words are echoing, 

Hark ! what sounds of woe and dread 
Pierce the distant temple's portals ! 

Thetis' mighty son lies dead ! 
Eris shakes her cruel serpents, 

All protecting gods take flight. 
And o'er Troy the gathering storm-cloud 

Hangs in darkness infinite. 



The Three Watchwords. 

(after SCHILLER.) 

Three words I proclaim to you, pregnant ones ! 

From lip unto lip they are ringing ; 
But not from without sound those stirring tones. 

Within, in the heart's depths, springing. 
His greatness ever man wholly leaves. 
When these three things he no more believes. 

Liberty ! Man was created free, 

Though in chains he be born and in prison- 
Be not perplexed by the madness you see, 

The abuses, the cries that have risen ! 
Tremble not, fear not, to see the slave 
Unshackled, man's spirit its freedom crave ! 

Virtue ! This, too, is no empty sound, 
Mankind may practise, may live it, 

And, spite of the stumbling-blocks all around. 
May gain the Divine and may give it ; 
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I For that which is hid from the prudent and wise, 
[I'Shines clear to the pure, and illumines their 
eyes. 

God I above all reigns a holy Will, 

Howe'er man's feeble will tire. 
Strong through all time, through all good and 
ill, 
Is working a Thought that is higher ; 
I And while everything changes and shifts without 
[ cease, 

I Breathes yet through the turmoil a Spirit of 
Peace. 

\ These words then, oh cherish them, potent ones ! 

Through the world seek to set them a-ringing 1 
[ E'en though from without do not sound their 
tones, 

In your hearts they are ever springing. 
I His greatness never man wholly leaves, 
I As long as he these three things believes. 



Unfrocked. 



" Lord, are tears prayers ? " At midnight I awoke, 

And heard my own lips murmuring those words. 

The silence echoed them, and, through the dark, 

I saw them blaze, in letters as of fire, 

And, shuddering, I perceived how real a thing 

May be that other shadowy self of dreams. 

For such as I had been in that strange dream — 

Whate'erits now forgotten mazes were — 

I knew my waking self had never been, 

Since bigotry began the fierce man-hunt 

Which petrified my doubts into despair. 

I, with my frozen heart and outcast grief. 

Which made the very light of day a curse, 

And every human smile a bitterness, 

And every word a stab, and every song 

Of every bird an injury and a pain ; 

I, with my perished faith, and perished hope ; 

I, with my " infidel " writings, " infidel " books ; 

I, with my furrowed brow and whitening hair — 
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I must be verily a child again 

To babble in my dreams of prayers and tears. 

I had not wept since she, my dearest friend. 

My mother, turned her face away from me 

That I might deem it was the pains of death — 

Not stings of heresy — that racked her most. 

Illumining her eyes with agony. 

I had not prayed since I had cried to God 

To bring her back — at least to grant me time, 

A moment's time, to make my peace with her — 

To win my pardon — His relentless " No " 

Had crushed me with the sense of cruelty 

That leaves a man no voice, no breath, for prayer. 

And now — and now — my dream upon me wrought. 
And on me wrought the night so wondrously, 
And loneliness and silence, that I wept. 
That, like a little child, I wept and prayed. 
" Thou," I weeping said, " O Thou, whose name. 
Whatever other name men take from Thee, 
Shall still be Wonderful ! O Wonderful ! 
I pray Thee let me dream my dream again." 

And lo ! I slept. And I was in my church — 
The church they gave me for my eloquence — 



94 



UNFROCKED. 



Where men had worshipped God for centuries, 
With pomp and beauty. Had they worshipped ' 

Him 
With truth as well as pomp, and purity 
As well as beauty, then perchance my thoughts 
Had been less mournful, as I gazed again 
On each familiar splendour of the place. 
The moonlight through the oriel window shone. 
And I — I asked myself if their stern creeds 
Had ever yet shone love into men's hearts, 
That worshipped here ; the sculptured angel- 
heads. 
In stony kindness shining, white and cold. 
Provoked me to a likening of them 
To faith decayed, enthusiasm dead. 
And virtue obsolete ; and as I saw 
The Christ upon the marble reredos gleam, \ 
In lonely crucifixion pain, I thought 
Of what His followers in His name have done. 
The burnished censers seemed a mockery 
Of the sweet savour of a lovely life ; 
And, from the altar-lilies excellent, 
Not perfumed breath of innocence arose, 
But foul miasma of hypocrisy. 



UNFROCKED. 
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" But what is left us ? What is left, God ? " 
I cried, as one in pain who knows not God, 
But cries to Him, if haply He is there. 
" Oh, that I knew where I might find Thee ! where 
Thy temple of to-day is, Thine abode, 
Thy new Jerusalem of this new time ! 
These toys of childhood are for us no more, 
But if we have not something in their stead, 
, "Wh^f, we have neither them nor Thee. Alas 1 
[ What have I left, God ? what have I left ? " 



"Thou hast," a patient voice replied, 
Isaiah sang it very long ago." 



a song ; 



[ And I, not wondering, as in weirdest dreams, 

[ We act — not wonder — answered quietly, 
*' But can it be the anthem of to-day, 
Isaiah's song of yore ? and will it fill 
The silences of doubt ? and will it heal 
The jairing dissonance of modem time ? " 

I The voice, still patient, said, " Do thou give e 



I bowed my head and hearkened, while a sound, 
As though of many thousand distant feet 
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That travelled softly over heaven's floor. 
Broke from the organ, and the seraph-voice. 
Surmounting full and clear the murmurous noise^J 
Was lifted up to sing Isaiah's song. 

" The desert," so the heavenly anthem ran, 

" The desert and the waste shall both be glad ; 

The wilderness shall flourish and rejoice. 

Yea, flourish beautifully as the rose, 

And sing like Jordan's smooth, well-watered plain. I 

To it shall Lebanon's glory all be given. 

And Carmel's beauty, yea, and Sharon's ; these 

The glory of Jehovah shall behold. 

And look upon the majesty of God. 

Strengthen the feeble hands, the tottering knees 

Confirm ye ; say unto the sick at heart. 

Be strong, and fear ye not ! Behold your God ! 

Vengeance shall come ; God's retribution comes; 

Himself will come, and will deliver you. 

Then shall the blind eyes be unclosed, and then 

The ears of all tbe deaf be opened ; 

Then like the merry hart tbe lame shall bound. 

And then the tongue of every dumb man sing. 
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r in the wilderness shall waters rise, 
And in the desert torrents shall burst forth, 
And as a pool the barren land shall be, 
And bubbling springs the thirsty soil shall drown, 
And in the haunt of dragons shall spring up 
The tender grass, the bulrush and the reed. 
And there shall be an highway there, whose name 
Shall thus be called, the Way of Holiness ; 
L Therein shall never unclean person walk, 
I But they, His children, and Himself with them, 
And even the foolish shall not err therein. 
No lion shall be there, not there shall come 
The tyrant of the beasts, not there be found. 
But the redeemed shall walk in it ; return 
Shall all the ransomed of Jehovah, yea, 
And unto Sion shall with triumph come. 
And everlasting joy shall crown their heads. 
Perpetual joy and gladness shall be theirs, 
And they shall weep and mourn no more at all. 
For tears and sighing shall be done away." 



[The music ceased. Upon the altar-stairs 

1 1 fell, and never, in that travail-time, 

r When, to my people meekly kneeling there, 
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I ministered the Eucharistic feast — 

Calm on my brow, and chaos in my heart — 

Went all my being forth to God in prayer 

For light, as now. But, dreamlike, I was dumb; 

No word, no sound, no inarticulate cry 

Was granted me, to ease the weight of love. 

And yearning tenderness, and passionate hope, 

That overwhelmed me while it comforted. 

At last, when need of utterance became 

An agony too grievous to be borne, 

And I, as one prepared for burial. 

Who, voiceless, feels the flowers fall on his breast. 

And knows the steps that bring the bier for him — 

Came tears, expressive, living, eloquent tears. 

I woke. My eyes were wet, and on my lips — 
Not murmured low, but sounding like a cry — 
Again I found the words, "Lord, are tearsprayers ? " 



And now, at noonday, now, that night is past, 

And dreams are vanished, now, exalted still 

With comfort of the night and blessedness 

Of vanished dreams that glorify the day, 

I kneel and say them still," Lord, are tears prayers?" 



UNFROCKED. 



Thou, Whom the people ignorantly serve, 
And offer incense to, while they blaspheme ; 
Thou, Whom I dared to doubt because I loved, 
Whom, rather than dishonour, I denied ; 
Love, Justice, Pity, Sweetness, Righteousness, 
Above all, through all, yea, and in us all ; 
Who in men's minds shalt live for evermore 
By Thy name Wonderful, and in their hearts 
By Thy name Father ; Thou, Whom most I sought 
When least I prayed, and Whom I worshipped best 
By lapse of heresy and sin of schism — 
Accept my grief ! To labour is to pray, 
Said they of olden time. And grief — is this. 
The travail of the soul — not also prayer ? 
Behold, and look from heaven Thy dwelling-place, 
And unto me — yea, even unto me, 
Less than the least — who have no words to pray. 
But who can weep — dear God ! — can weep again — 
Do Thou make answer, " / have seen thy tears." 



The Bird'? F/ith. 

(after victor HUGO.) 

What matters it though life uncertain be 

To all ? What though its goal 
Be never reached ? What though it fail and flee ? 

Have we not each a soul ? 



A soul that quickly must arise and soar 

To regions far more pure, 
Arise and dwell where pain can be no more, 

And every joy is sure ? 



Be like the bird, that on a bough too frail 
To bear him, gaily swings ! 

He carols — though the slender branches quail- 
He knows that he has wings. 



The JL(0g3 of the Korthfleet; 

CAPTAIN KNOWLES ; JANUARY 22, 1873. 

Oh, for the patriot grief that Milton felt, 
When " virtue crowned by genius " passed away! 

Oh, for the grand and simple strains that melt. 
To sing of England's gallant son to-day ! 

For dumb his country's voice dare never be ; 

She, stammering, stunned with sorrow, yet must 
raise 
To such a British hero's memory 

A cry of grateful and undying praise. 

Found at his post, ere yet the appalling shock 
He knew was death, had spent its violence. 

He kept his manly calm, and, like a rock, 
He faced the blast of peril so immense. 



ID2 THE LOSS OF THE NORTHFLEET. 

Braving the pitiless darkness of the night. 

He braved no less the illumined horrors round. 

Saw men turn beasts, nor quailed before the sight. 
Heard women shriek, nor flinched before the 
sound. 

Listen ! — 'mid hissing rockets, clanging bells, 
And rushing waters, shouts and quick replies, 

And oaths and prayers and agonized farewells — 
Listen ! " The wmnen first ! " the captain cries. 

Intent to save the weak, he spurned his life ; 

The cup ordained unquestioning he drank; 
His first, his only thoughts, God! Duty! Wife! 

Self buried deeper than the Northfleet sank, 

Alas ! he stands alone in nobleness ; 

Scarce has he rescued one, his six-weeks' wed. 
When men, strong men, begin to throng and press 

And crowd the boats, and he is disobeyed. 

But still he shouts, his pistol in his hand. 
The order that he dares them to defy; 

" The women first .' " loud rings the stem command ; 
" Cowards ! the women first ! Desist or die ! " 
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In vain ! in vain ! the human passions surge 
More wildly than the hurrying waters rage ; 

And hopefuller it were than so to urge 
Those madmen, to have bid the floods assuage. 

A moment, and the glorious strife is o'er, 
Drowned is the baseness in the midnight sea. 

And, throned in English hearts for evermore. 
The hero wins to immortality. 

Oh, do him honour ! Englishmen, beware 
Of treating greatness as an old-world dream. 

Of treating goodness lightly I Oh, take care 
To be more noble than you care to seem ! 

So shall his loss be gain unto his land. 
So shall he win a purer, surer fame. 

So shall glad voices rise on every hand 
To bless the captain of the Northfleet's name. 



Haymakij^q. 

He sat beside her on the new-mown hay ; 
The sultry silence of the June mid-day — 
A spell deliciously oppressive — lay 
On both their happy souls. 

Her labour in the sun had tired her so — 
Though voluntary — that she had let go 
Her fork, and left the slowly-moving row 
Of busy, chattering girls. 

And he had but been playing with his scythe. 
Till one fair form, elastic, light, and lithe. 
Should dance into the field and make more blithe 
The mock-work's gaiety. 

He gazed upon her, murmuring, ** Sweet is rest,'* 
And, " O my love I methinks that it were best 
If we might never leave this quiet nest. 
Nor ever work again." 
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But she, love-calmedy and not love-maddened, 

wise. 
And very sweet, bent down to kiss his eyes, 
And answered him, ** The soul of man doth rise, 
Dear love, by work alone." 



HEf^EAFTER. 



" Froebel speaks of negro slaves in the United States- 1 
believing that in the next -world they shall be white men and | 
free, nor is there anything strange in their cherishing a hope 1 
so prevalent among their kindred in West Africa." 

Tylor ; " Primitive Culture." 



" White men and free ! " Is this the highest bliss^ J 

O dark-skinned slaves, your troubled fancy | 

paints ? 

Turn verily your dumb desires to this, 

When earthly hope 'neath wrong and anguish I 

faints ? 

Is this your heaven to come ? Oh, if it be. 
Your faith yields food to us for questioning' I 
thought, 

A voice it seems to us, " white men and free," 
Scarce human, yet with infinite meaning fraught. 



HEREAFTER. 107 

f The thoughts are pitying which it wakens first, 
For we must needs believe the weight of grief 

I Immense, and very torturing the thirst. 
Which contemplate our state as a relief, 

I And call the white man blest. Ah, did they 
know — 

Those sufferers — how our spirits echo back 
I Their longings, how their ignorance, their woe 

Are shared by all that wail along life's track ; 

I Did they but know their thraldom wholly ours, 
Our need for " bodies glorified " as strong 

|.As theirs for whiteness, know how sin devours. 
And grief disfigures us, it were not long 

Before they sent an altered cry to heaven. 
And joined with less distinctness in the prayer 
I For some beatitude to come, which riven 
And hungry hearts still offer everywhere. 

I Yet with an equal fervour. That we know 
As little where may be our final rest 

\ As job where he to find his God should go, 
We do not less desire'the Father's breast. 



io8 HEREAFTER. 

Gone, is it, gone, that sweet old dream of yore. 

The fable of an earthly paradise ? 
And heaven and hell, are they indeed no more 

Than symbols of the virtuous and the wise — 

The evil, foolish ? .... God ! Is this life all ? 

Is the Hereafter nought ? ... Ah me ! ah me I 
Let the earth gape I the merciful mountains 
fall! . . . 

Yet — though Thou slay me — I will trust in Thee. 

Thou Heaven-Father, Whom in long-past years, 
Our far fore-fathers worshipped,^ let Thy will 

Be done, nor less by reason of our tears. 
Our darkness, let us in Thy hands lie still. 

* " The primaeval Aryan prayer — Heaven-Father.*' — Max 
MuUer. 



SONQ. 

(AFTER NEUMANN.) 

*MiD fairest flowers I saw thee, 
But none, as thou, was fair, 

The lilies blushed before thee, 
And paled the roses there. 



The stars, their bright rays flinging. 

Grow dim in face of thee ; 
Thou art, of all God's singing. 

The grandest melody. 

And when this earth, which grieves thee. 

Laments one angel less. 
No seraph that receives thee 

Will match thy loveliness. 



Cof430LATION. 

O TRUE and tender soul, be not distressed 
Because so many long long years are gone, 
Since first thou knewest in thine heart that one. 

And one alone, could make its longings rest ! 

That I am so much blest that one to be, 
Even now, at times, I fail to understand, 
And while thy life thou placest in my hand. 

Compassion only fills my soul for thee. 

Yet I, too, feel the need of thee I I feel 

Some days most empty, and some nights most 

lone ; 
Of thy strong woe I catch a distant tone, 

And bleed with thee, as well as yearn to heal. 

So that my lesser grief hath yet some claim 
To deprecate thy grief, to bid thee trust. 
And cast rebellious fears into the dust, 

And make a patient courage still thine aim. 



CONSOLATION. in 

Oh^ love me still ! Fret not for fame or aught 
Thou fondly deem'st may give thee greater 

worth! 
Wait not until we meet in that " new earth," 

To learn thy love was all I ever sought ! 



ft Woj^an'p Strenqth. 

You ought to be stronger than I, dear. 

You, who are a man — 
And yet I am stronger than you, dear, — 

Who proves it ? I can. 

You know how to walk upon thorns, dear. 

Quite placid the while ; 
But I, who have tenderer feet, dear. 

Can do it, and smile. 

You watch the red stream as it runs, dear> 
You know whence it flows. 

And say, " It is only my heart's blood," 
Or, " Thus the world goes." 

But I, when I see my blood running, 

Exclaim with delight, 
" Look, look at the beautiful colour ! " 

I laugh at the sight. 



A WOMAN'S STRENGTH. 113 

You feel the earth opening beside you, 

You stand on the brink. 
And wait with all stoical calmness, 

Preparing to sink. 

I stretch out my arms to the chasm, 

I hug the abyss ; 
Its fathomless depth and its darkness, 

I hail with a kiss. 

I stoop to pick flowers on the edge, dear ! 

The people around — 
Who guess it is not so with you — ^think 

I stand on firm ground. 

Who says you are stronger than I, dear. 

You, who are a man ? 
I think I shall bear off the palm, dear. 

Gainsay it who can. 

Hold ! Hold ! Do not move ! Do not cancel 

The effort of years ! 
My strength, do you see ? if you touched me, 

Might melt into tears. 



8 



From a 1,ove-letter. 

" If I, indeed, could give my soul to thee 
With that entire abandonment thy soul 
Requires, 1 fear I should importune thee, 
Instead of gladden ; throw on thee a weight 
Of doubt, of dread, and of despondency, 
Which, blindly worshipping, thou hast not 
Abides in me, and which, alas ! is scarce 
A gift to crown withal the man I love. 

" Oh, could I give thee half myself I my youth. 
My laughter, and the voice of hope in me, 
And those intoxicating ecstasies 
That once or twice have blessed me — as when late 
We lay upon the elastic heather-couch 
Which makes the hill-side regal, and beheld 
The golden sun drop down into the sea. 
Oh, could I give thee half myself! But this 
Thou wilt not, and I cannot, and I fear 
Exceeding much it must be all or none. 



FROM A LOVE-LETTER. 

' All then,' thou answerest, half-pleadingly, 
H alf-jestingly, because my * girlish fears,' 
My ' over diffidence,' are best dispelled 
By mirth. Nay, thou, beloved of my sou! 
In seriousness ! this is no slight trick 
Vain women use, who ape timidity 
To quicken lovers' prayers and flatteries. 



' All ' ? Knowest thou what ' all ' means ? Me- 
seemeth not. 



"It means that on the blue unruffled sea 
We saw the sun set in, should be, far out. 
Where shone that little exquisite white sail, 
Two swimmers, one expert and strong, and one 
Uuperfect, something weak, and very tired. 
Lo! how the first rejoices; how he flings 
The water from him, glorying in the foam, 
The sheen, the depth, the blue transparency ! 
Lo ! how he turns his laughing face to heaven 
And with serene, voluptuous carelessness, 
Entrusts him wholly to that treacherous thing. 
Which, ever singing, ever maketh weep ! 



ii6 FROM A LOVE-LETTER. 

The other ? Ah ! he should have stayed on shore/ 
And marked the tiny wavelets at his feet^ 
How gently, one by one, they broke, and felt 
The soft wind breathing on his face, and watched 
The sunlight d3dng, dying in the west." 



ft Blue-stockinq. 

Methought, " I must prove to the man I love 

That I, though a woman, am not unwise, 
That all things unworthy I soar above, 
- That I climb the skies. 

** I must show him the little song I made 

In my lyrical mood a week ago, 
For he does not guess — I am half afraid — 
That I can write so- 

*' I trow he will start in a strange surprise 1 

And perhaps, so startled, his lips will speak 
The thing that alone in his silent eyes 
Hitherto I seek." 

Then seized me a dread lest my dear should scorn 

The work of a woman — as many do ; 
And say, *' Of the heart, not the brain, 'tis born" — 
Lest that should be true. 



Ii8 A BLUE-STOCKING, 

But it chanced that he made me show it him — 

(I had just been crying, alone, apart), 
And I said, '' Ay, tear it then, limb from limb 1 
No brain, and all heart ! " 

But he, reading, answered, as it befell. 

With a trembling lip and a smiling brow, 
" The Queen of my spirit is speaking well. 

And I care not howJ"' 



The Poet'p Ta^k. 

" I am no link of Thy great chain." 

George Herbert. 

" I KNOW I have sung," a Poet said, 

"But have I been understood? 
And ah ! have ever my songs and I 

Done any one any good ? 

*' My hand, my useless and helpless hand, 

Has never gone with my voice ; 
I have but said to the hungry. Eat ! 

And to them that mourn. Rejoice ! 

" I know I have loved," the Poet said, 
" And the loves of men have woo'd ; 

But ah ! have ever my love and I 
Done any one any good ? 

" A heartache or two I may have caused. 

And bidden a few tears fall. 
And shadowed one radiant, sunny life — 

O'ershadowed — and that is all. 



120 THE POETS TASK. 

" I know I have lived," the Poet said, 

And, chanting the sad refrain 
Till his hot brain reeled, he wailed aloud, 

" I have lived — in vain, in vain ! " 

Then breathed a sound in the Poet's ear, 

And his eyes so shone the while, 
It was as though angels talked with him» 

And showed him the way to smile. 

** To each his part in the world," they said, 
" Then wherefore this murmuring ? 

There are whom to toil high God commands— 
To Thee He has whispered, — ' Sing.' 



« »> 



The T^EST-QuiDE. 

Where pine-woods clothe the everlasting hills, 
Beneath the shadow of the Matterhorn ; 

Where glide, unvexed by frost, the mountain rills ; 
Where squirrels play ; where frequent flowers are 
bom ; 

Where, all day long, the woodpecker, the sprite 
Of that enchanted realm, makes echo ring, 

Filling the resonant air with his delight, 
His hurried darts and jocund carpentering — 

We sat, and jested at the mountaineers, 
Who spend laborious hours on ice and snow, 

Forsaking sleep ere earliest dawn appears. 
And that sweet peace less emulous spirits know. 

*' Deluded men !" we laughed and said, "who climb 
But to record their prowess; who 'neath load 

Of rope and ice-axe, drag each aching limb. 
Danger the goal, vaingloriousness the goad ! " 



133 THE REST-GUIDE. 

Their guides we granted noble, men of heart 
Unsoiled, whom no mere greed of gain controls ; 

Clean from the taint of city, port and mart, 
Faithful to death, upright, immaculate souls. 

But for ourselves, the guide for us, we thought. 
Should be no mountaineer, but one who knew 

The secret woodland nooks, the spots unsought 
By arrogant feet, and loved but by the few; 

Learn'd in the quiet ways ; in flowers well versed ; 

Acquaint with birds and insects ; well aware 
Of all retreats where beauty's self is nursed. 

Where winds blow tenderly and tempests spare. 

Could we but find him, such an one should be 
Our daily comrade. "And his name," I cried, 

" What should we call him ? " Prompt you answered 
me, 
" We'd call him Ruhe-fiikrer, the Rest-guide." 

The snow-peaks flushed their farewell to tbe day. 
While laughter turned to musing ; but in vain 

Twice I arose to take the homeward way, 
You supplicated till I sat again. 



» 



THE REST-GUIDE, 123 

And something in your praise of this great peace 
Unlocked my tongue to speak of tempests past. 

Of present stress I feared could never cease, 
And toil uncrowned by victory at last. 

I spoke of aspirations that the touch 

Of constant coldness maims with constant blight. 
Where it is crime to hunger overmuch, 

And thirst, for justice, mercy, largeness, light. 

I spoke of that slow anguish which invades 
The soul that lives for love when, year by year, 

The lamp of love burns low, and kindness fades, 
And kinship's holiest meanings disappear. 

I bared to you the torments those can feel 
Who sigh for union, while they fight for truth. 

Who worship liberty, yet dread the zeal 
Which exiles tenderness, and strangles ruth. 

All this and more I told you. You, the while, 
Sat watching how the rose-tints died away. 

And how, above us, that stupendous pile 
Of Nature's masonry shone dim and gray. 



124 THE REST-GUIDE. 

Then darkness fell. And still you did not move. 
Still sat» with eyes grown keener, at my side — 

Till — ^without spoken word — I found my love, 
My sweetest burden-bearer^ my Rest-guide. 



Sonnet^. 



On the way to WngTMiNgTER Abbey, 

June 21, 1887. 

Royal in thy life and love and grief, 
Thou type of faithful-hearted womanhood, 
Who teachest sovereignly the sovereign good 
Of passionate constancy, and pure belief, 
And simple eagerness to bring relief 
Wherever sorrow is, and give the food 
That hunger cries for which is understood, 
Alas ! too well by thee — of mourners chief ! 

1 saw thee go, with dazzling pageantry, 

To yield God thanks that He, for fifty years, 
Has given England to thee, of His grace. 
Said I, I saw thee ? — Nay, I saw not thee. 
Nor long that splendour — I, through sudden 

tears. 
Saw only at thy side the empty place. 



Death ajsd 1,ove.^ 



Love willed that Death should occupy the house— ' 
Not hostilely — but like a generous foe 
Who, guest perforce, inflicts no needless throe. 
And scorns to Jest and gibe and hold carouse. 
And when the leaves were tender on the boughs, 
And white the may- tree shone, and thick like 



Death entered softly where Love bade him go. 
Obedient to the suzerain of his vows. 
And unto one whom worldly strife perplexed, 
Whom sickness grieved, and care made tremulous. 
The foeman, pitying, brought the boon of peace. 
" Or e'er these things his soul have greatly 

vexed — " 
(Death spake, benign, compassionating us) 
"The Master hath ordained that they shall cease." 
' Sunday Magazine, May, 1886. 



Death and JL<ove. 
11. 

White lilac, sweetest may, exotics white, 
(Gifts of dear hearts) made beautiful the gloom, 
And breathed of blessedness to us, on whom 
Had fallen regret and longing infinite. 
Yet still we wept. Till One, arrayed in light, 
Magnifical, more sweet than may in bloom. 
More white than lilies, filled the darkened room. 
And, through our tears, beamed glorious on our 

sight. 
*' My liegeman, Death, I sent to take him home, 
For death is kind, and life laborious ; 
The way is difficult, the travail sore. 
Now Death and he are gone — but I am come — 
(Love spake, benign, compassionating us) 
" And lo ! with you am I for evermore." 



ftegENCE. 

When my love goes, my all goes. Overhead 
The sun stands still, as erst in Ajalon ; 
Life stops; the several grass-blades, one by one. 

Change and grow pale and colourless and dead. 

My love is gone. What signifies the rest ? 
Who said a dynasty had fallen there, 
And here a nation's hopes were dawning fair ? 

I tell you it is nought — a dream — a jest. 

My eyes see strangely, widowed of all bliss ; 
My ears hear strangely — all around, above, 

The air is void, or rings with cries of pain. 

My sense is numb. My lips, that grew to his, 
Wanting his kisses, can but sob. My Love ! — 

Till he comes back, and all grows real again. 



ft Nihilist.' 

God ! Are Thy voiceless heavens of triple brass, 
That Viihen these things were done they were 
not rent, 
Not riven in twain to let Thy thunders pass, 
And smite and strike, till all Thy wrath was 
spent ? 
Is Thine arm shortened that athwart the sky, 

In giant letters made of Bre and blood, 
Thou did'st not blazon Shevick's anguish-cry, 
And show the world where the true miscreant 
stood ? 
Were they unheard by Thee, those maniac- 



That later pierced Nechayeff's tortured ears? 
Were his chains, too, unseen, whose desperate 
dreams 
Were bred by deeds like llicse throughout the 
years? 

I Not so. Time had Thy vengeance in her womb. 
[ "Thy hand — not maddened Russia's — flung the 
bomb, 

■ See Note B. 



Three Sonnet^. 

(after PETRARCH.) 

I. 

As to see God is to have life for ever. 

Nor do we crave, nor dare we ask for more, 

So doth the sight of thee, whom I adore, 

Make happy my frail earthly life. And never 

(Mine eyes being not deceived in their endeavour 

To see aright) saw I thee heretofore 

So beautiful, thou saint, that from my sore 

Sick heart all base desires and thoughts dost severt 

And were it but less fleeting, I should need 

No other thing, for if by smell alone. 

As hath been told us not incredibly. 

Some live ; if some on fire or water feed — 

All these being empty things — O lovely one ! 

I, wherefore not on the sweet sight of thee ? 



II. 

If I had thought the utterance of my sighs 
In verse would ever have been valued so, 
I, from the time when first began my woe, 
Had written oftener, and in loftier wise. 
But she is dead who to my griefs gave rise. 
Who reigned o'er all my thoughts, nor do I know, 
Without her, how to make them smoothly flow. 
And shape from rugged rhymes sweet harmonies. 
And truly in those days I but desired 
To ease my burdened heart of pains and fears, 
As best I might ; I did not ask for fame. 
To weep I sought — not honour for my tears. 
Now I would fain have joy, but I am tired. 
And dumbly follow her who calls my name. 



III. 

I GROW SO faint beneath the old sad weight 

Both of my sins and of fate's cruelty, 

That very much I fear to fall and be 

A prey unto the enemy I hate, 

*Tis true a Friend to save me came, of late, 

Full of ineffable benignity. 

But He so quickly passed away from me 

That to behold Him now in vain I wait. 

Yet still resounds on earth His voice of love : 

" Oh, ye that travail, hither turn your feet ! 

Let not earth's follies keep you from my breast.'* 

Ah ! who in pity, who in mercy sweet. 

Will give to me the pinions of a dove 

That I may fly away and be at rest ? 



Three $onnets. 

(after GOETHE.) 
I. 

The Lady writes. 

The look thine eyes have, feeding on my face, 
The kiss thy lips give, lingering on my lips — 
These joys, once known, all other joys eclipse, 
And make them pale and waver and give place. 
Estranged from all I love, and far from thee, 
My sad thoughts travel o'er their weary round. 
Returning ever to one spot of ground. 
Returning to one moment mournfully. 
When lo ! the tears, all unperceived, grow dry. 
I think, " He loves me in my loneliness. 
And through the distance he may hear my voice. 
Ah, hear it ! Hear my trembling, loving cry. 
Thou, who alone canst comfort me and bless ! 
And speak thou too, that so I may rejoice. 



IL 

She writes again. 

Dost ask why yet again I write to thee ? 

Dear, ask thou not, or I must needs confess 

I pen but idle lines in wantonness. 

Knowing thy hands will touch them tenderly. 

It is because I cannot come I send 

This that shall bear my undivided heart 

Away to thee, with every ache and smart, 

With raptures, hopes, delights that know no end, 

After this once, I shall not need to tell 

How every fancy, every wish and thought 

My heart knows, hastens ever to thy feet. 

So have I stood before thee, gazing well. 

But saying nothing. Why should I say aught, 

Seeing I stood perfected and complete ? 



III. 

She cannot cease. 

If now I sent but the white sheet alone, 
With no inscription on its surface fair, 
Perchance that thou wouldst write a message there, 
And send it back to me, thrice blessed one ! 
And when, far-off, the cover I had spied, 
With how much more than woman's feverish haste 
Would I devour the words thy hand had traced — 
The words that erst were murmured at my side. 
" My child ! my gentle heart ! my own ! my dear ! " 
And all the music with the which of yore 
Thou did'st allay my longing, still my sighs. 
Thy very whispers I should seem to hear — 
Those sweet, sweet whispers which, for evermore, 
Have made me beautiful in my own eyes. 



To MY Unknown Fi^iend^. 

I NEED you, O my distant, unseen friends ! 

I know you not, but yet I often feel 

A subtle influence from your spirits steal 

To mine which them together sweetly blends. 

Oh, let it come now from the world's far ends 

To save me, lonely I save me, and unseal 

The fountain of my tears, and gently heal 

The desolation that my being rends ! 

Or rather, come yourselves, and let to me 

The rapture of your sympathizing looks 

And of your words and of your hands be given I 

I cannot starve to all eternity. 

And long, and long, and read of you in books. 

And wait to see you till we meet in heaven. 



Fame and J-(Ove. 

Some men there are, strong labourers for their 

kindy 
Who dwell alone contentedly, nor yearn 
For fellowship in labouring, nor bum 
For any sweet support of answering mind. 
And some there are round whom men's heart- 

strings wind 
When first they feel their power, who swiftly earn 
The guerdon of their toil, and swift return 
For all their tears in human pity find. 
I knew a worker once who neither had 
This healing solace, nor despised the same, 
But only craved — all other men above. 
It came to him in age, and left him sad. 
For ah ! he had not thought to owe to Fame 
What he so much desired to owe to Love. 



Divine Providence. 

(after filicaia.) 

Like as a mother, that with love untold 
Surrounds her children, and with tireless care ; 
Who kisseth one, and in each arm doth fold 
One to her, while her knees another bear ; 
And, as their looks, cries, gestures manifold. 
Make her of every varying wish aware. 
Doth answer each ; and whether they behold 
Smiles on her face or frowns, they read love 

there 
Forever — so the Eternal One doth see 
And love and soothe us ; He sweet hope implants. 
And heareth all, and helpeth tenderly. 
And if sometimes He heedeth not our wants. 
He spurns us but to have us pray, or He 
But feigns denial, and, denying, grants. 



To A L{OviNq Child. 

They say thou art a loving little child, 

And I believe it, for myself have seen 

Thy baby-forehead gather, thy serene 

Sweet eyes grow large and troubled when some 

wild. 
Weird nursery-tragedy thine ears defiled, 
Told laughingly, in play. And I have been 
Myself so happy as to feel thee lean 
Thy head upon my shoulder ; thou hast smiled 
On me with more than baby tenderness. 
Dear angel, wait ! Though life brook no delays 
In happier things, for love our hurrying years 
Yield time enough. Oh, wait ! thou dost not 

guess 
How long our short, uncertain, breathless days 
Appear when they are reckoned by our tears. 



To SlF( HaRCOUI^T JOHNgTONE.^ 

BEFORE HIS ELEVATION TO THE PEERAGE AS 

LORD DERWENT. 

No glittering gift of well-earned coronet 

Is thine ; earth's honours, favours, pass thee by ; 

But thou art dowered, by patent from on high, 

With a nobility more lofty yet. 

And even though thy sun of life should set 

Before men learn thy worth, the reason why 

They have not hailed thee peer shall never die, 

Writ with high deeds high souls do not forget. 

Champion of justice, pureness, womanhood. 
Thy name is one with light and right to be, 

And shall live on in every noble mind ! 

I do thee homage in true liege's mood ; 

Acknowledging in thee the suzerainty 

Of those who lose themselves to save mankind. 

' See Note C. 



On Certain L{Ady Writer?. 

When thou descendest, woman, from the height 

That is thy natural home, of simple trust — 

Not in a creed — but in a Power which must 

Bring good at last to all, the waning light 

By sacred instinct yielded, fails us quite, 

Impenetrable grows the icy crust 

Of metaphysics,* and the blinding dust 

Of logic hides right reason from our sight. 

The greed of knowledge, worse than greed of pelf. 

Hath brought man to such pass; but what on 

him 
Sits ill, the veriest monster makes of thee. 
Be wiser thou, be true unto thyself! 
Brave, with a masculine strength of will, the grim, 

# 

Time-stricken ghost of infidelity. 

' See Note D. 



To Q. JVl. 

As to the frolic child, the n3miph Undine, 

By power of human love a soul was given, 

Transforming her from that which she had been 

Into a tranquil spirit, meet for heaven — 

So did'st thou change my being in the days 

Of youth and doubt, when first I learned from 

thee 
New thoughts of God, His love, His works and 

ways. 
Thou gavest eyes to my blind soul ; I see, 
Feel things which, but for those dear words of 

thine, 
Had still been sealed to me. I would I now 
Could tell thee all of lofty and divine 
Thou didst set free within me. But I bow 
To His decree who once to man made known 
Himself must be adored in spirit alone. 



JL(Ove'p Sleep. 

My love for thee lies hidden in my heart, 

Deep hidden in a veiled cold recess 

More like a vault, where rest in blessedness 

The dead, than like a thing that forms a part, 

Of a warm, living whole. Nor ache, nor smart. 

Nor any pain of utter loneliness 

Dwells in that peaceful hiding-place ; far less 

A thought of jealous pride. All such depart 

With life ; and this once living love of mine 

Is hushed into that quiet which is shed 

On those that breathe no longer — all the strife 

And terrible longing ended. Yet one sign — 

Ah ! but one look from thee could raise my dead^ 

Could wake my sleeping love to rapturous life. 
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l^EAgoN AND Faith. 

Keep Thou my reason clean within Thy hands. 

Mysterious Power, Who didst endow mankind 

With ears to hear Thy secretest commands, 

So they preserve a sweet and child-like mind ! 

The tumult of the people presseth sore 

On those that meekly on Thy whispers wait ; 

Yet cease them not, and keep us evermore 

Unstunned by pious zeal and righteous hate. 

We would Thy banner manfully uphold 

Before a world that judges Thee amiss. 

And prove to it that thou would'st have us bold. 

That man's aspiring still Thy pleasure is. 

They talk of faith. Ah ! too much faith have we 

To think Thou gav'st us minds for mockery. 



To IN Sorrow. 

Dear, there are griefs a soft heart shuts upon 
Like a babe's hand (that never was afraid) 
On a rough finger — thine such grace has won, 
Despair itself leaves thee serene and staid. 
I crave thy courage and thy covered grief 
Which men delight in, taking it for joy ; 
My harshnesses within have no relief 
In curious eyes, my half-hid sores annoy. 
Show me the way to make that selfless smile 
I saw thy tired face wear yesternight ! 
I, too, would, hero- wise, my woe beguile. 
And be a light where I can see no light. 
Go thou before, and teach me bravery ; 
I follow, singing to and loving thee. 




Sympathy iji Joy. 



What scholar says, beloved, that the first, 

The highest capability divine 

In man, is sympathy with joy ? We pine 

For sympathy in joy, but seldom thirst 

For much in grief. Our hearts then, like to burst 1 

With their own fulness, hug their sorrow. ] 

" Mine ! " 
They cry, " ah, fool ! thou canst not make it | 

thine ! " 
We and our trouble fill the world, immersed 
For us in darkness. But, when we have gained. 
After long climbing, a long wished-for height, 
(As thou hast now) and all our fellows see 
Behind us, then come wistful tears, and feigned 
The lonely triumph-smile. My soul's delight ! 
Not lonely thou. Behold ! I come to thee. 



To H. }A. 

Men say that Poetry's reign is over now, 

That Science hath expelled her, Knowledge killed; 

That her inspired utterance is chilled 

By our cold age. Not so, dear Master, thou. 

Thy stirring words have only taught us how 

Our noblest minds, our intellects best filled 

With lore of earth and love of heaven have willed, 

And will e'en yet that these in verse should flow. 

But if it had indeed been of the past — 

The power of song — thy voice had once more 

raised 
To life the drooping spirit of Poesy. 
For it dispels, as with a trumpet-blast, 
All coldness. Dead men, hearing thee, had praised 
In song thine eloquence, insight, charity. 



To 



"Nay, let the children first be filled," saith Christ, 

The Master, he who tests his suppliants' love. 
To thee, his meek disciple, hath sufficed 

The hearts thou drawest to thee — not to prove — ' 
But to bless only. Unto One who knows 

Thon leavest judgment, showering pity and care I 
And motherhood, that in thy heart repose, 

On whomsoever loolteth for them there. 
Ah I so thou sit at meat with thy dear Lord, 

And in his eyes the friend — not master — see. 
Still give me entrance to thy children's board, 

And pour thy unconditioned love on me. 
I were contented with the crumbs that fall — ■ 
But thou did'st bid me sit, and eat of all. 



Three Sonnet?. 

L 

Faith. 

" I KNOW not, nor believe," we hear men say, 
Men with still faces, and unflinching feet, 
Who the " cloaked shadow," silent Death, to meet. 
Walk manfully the dim, untrodden way. 
These men are those who ever, night and day. 
Have wept for and have sought the one thing sweet 
In all life's bitterness, the one complete, 
Alone harmonious thing. Their heads are gray. 
And yet they have not found God, seen God's face. 
Now, dying, they " Believe I cannot " sigh 
And say, ** I only hope." They, dying, grieve, 
But they rebel not. Are they fallen from grace, 
Not having faith ? I fear not for them, I, 
Persuaded that to hope is to believe. 



IL 



Hope. 

Some men would tell us Hope was only given 

To man to make life possible. The power 

Unknown, they say, which hath bid pain devour 

Our little life, refuses us the heaven 

A self-sought death would bring to hearts so riven 

With anguish, urging us each day and hour 

To hope, persisting "though the clouds may lower. 

Light is beyond." Oh ! foolish, to have striven 

To make us think so excellent a thing 

Could be the slave of a mere merciless 

Mad law ! Hope, sweetest spirit that hath trod 

With angel-feet our earth, soft whispering 

Of peace, must be divine — the loveliness 

Of Hope alone necessitates a God. 



III. 



Love. 



Praise we the Unseen Giver of all good 

For all His glorious gifts, but let us praise 

Him most for that most glorious which doth raise 

Mere men unto the height whereon Christ stood 

Of pure self-abnegation ; for that food 

That filleth the most hungry and allays 

All longing ; for that music which the ways 

Of the most noisy, who hath long withstood 

All music, tunes to subtlest harmony. 

We, who best know it, waiting some fit name. 

Kneel and say. Love. But they who ever boast 

Of love, who babble on incessantly 

Of love, and love, know nothing of the same. 

As they know God the least who name Him most. 



^Y JVloTHEi^ TO /^fi Infant, 

OLD.' 

Thou'rt like the gentle moon, fair child of earth I | 
Thy dawn, like hers, a little burst of light. 
Whose radiance chases quickly from our sight 
The one small envious cloud that hid thy birth ; 
Thy course, like hers, bringing a holy joy 
To all who meet you in their toilsome way ; 
And, in some loving hearts, oh, who shall say 
What praises shall the illumined hours employ? 
The gladdening light which forms you both toS 

bless 

Is caught from heaven's own sun. But, baby, thou J 
Hast higher light reflected on thy brow, 
The light of One called Sun of Righteousness ; 
Thus, while the moon's soft glow dies now away. 
Thine shares the glory of eternal day. 

Elizabeth Chapman (1852). 

' See Note E. 
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NOTE A. 

THE MEETING OF DANTE AND BEATRICE. 

I HAVE called my version of what is, for me, the most 
beautiful episode of the Commedia a "paraphrase/' in depre- 
cation of possible criticism on the score of verbal inaccuracy. 
I am, however, inclined to believe that any English render- 
ing of Dante — or, for that matter, of any other poet — which 
is to be something more than a mere students' key — a mere 
"crib'' — must proceed somewhat on the lines of this frag- 
mentary attempt. It must, that is to say, combine strict 
fidelity to the spirit of the original, with as much license as 
regards the letter as is required to produce an English 
poem — not a prose version of a foreign poem, "cut into 
lengths." 
It is on this general principle, /.^., that in the matter of 

external form, translated verse should be indistinguishable 
from original verse, that I have refrained here from any classi- 
fication of the two kinds. 
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NOTE B. 



A NIHILIST. 



The Nihilist referred to is NechayefF, the "sanguinary 
monomaniac," a sketch of whose career was given by a 
correspondent in The Times of February 2, 1884. His 
punishment is thus described — 

" Nechayeff was now put in chains, connected by a metal 
rod, and riveted to the wall. Thus embarrassed, he could 
neither lie down, stand up, or sit with anything approaching 
to ease ; but he suffered still more from the shrieks of a 
madman confined in the next cell. His name was Shevick, 
formerly an officer. He did not belong to any political organ- 
ization, but during a review he had left the ranks, accosted 
the Emperor Alexander II., and reproached him severely 
for having violated his sister. For this breach of discipline 
he was imprisoned by order of the Czar without judicial 
procedure, and the solitary confinement destroyed his 
reason." 

Nechayeff is said to have died in prison in 1882, but the 
precise manner of his death is shrouded in mystery. 
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NOTE C. 

SONNET TO SIR HARCOURT JOHNSTONE. 

This sonnet was written at a time when it was understood 
that the elevation to the peerage of the present (first) Baron 
Derwent was delayed on account of his opposition to the 
regulation of vice by the State. 

NOTE D. 

ON CERTAIN LADY WRITERS. 

'' The problem which the true philosopher cannot ignore is 
whether, by accepting the facts of our physical experience^ 
and trying by induction to discover the invariable laws by 
which they are governed, modem reasoners are not uncon- 
sciotisly relapsing into thai very metaphysical stage which 
we thought we had left behind; admitting such conceptions 
as causality^ invariability, and law, without ever attempting 
to show that there is, or that there can be, any warrant for 
them in our actual experience." — Max Mutter, 

NOTE E, 

MY MOTHER TO AN INFANT. 

It pleases me to include among my own sonnets one (out 
of very few poems) written by my mother, and to fancy that. 
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if she had not died almost in girlhood, the eldest grandchild 
and namesake of Elizabeth Fry, might have left some more 
enduring record of her tenderness, earnestness, and piety of 
spirit. The circumstances of her short life were opposed to 
self-development, but she gave proof in it of having inherited 
some share of that *'sort of natural priesthood" which, as 
Miss Thackeray has well remarked in her '* Book of Sybils," 
distinguished her ancestors, the Gumeys, of Norwich. 



BV THE SAME AUTHOR. 



faster of EIL 

TWO VOLS. SAMPSON LOW AND CO. 



DAILY NEWS: 



" There is nothing but praise for Miss Chapman's story, 
in which she writes well of matters she quite understands, 
and which is full of no common ability." 

aUARDIAN : 
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and most interesting stories I have read for a long time. I 
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'* HISTORIA SANCT^ CRUCIS.'* With Illustrations. 



THE LEGENDARY HISTORY OF THE CROSS : 

A Series of Sixty-Four Woodcuts, from a Dutch book 
published by Veldener, a.d. 1483. With an Intro- 
duction written and Illustrated by John Ashton, and a 
Preface by the Rev. S. Baring-Gould, M.A. Square 
8vo., bound in parchment, old style, brass clasps . los. 6d. 

"The mediaeva romance of the Cross was very popular. It occurs in a good number 
of authors, and is depicted in a good many churches in stained glass. .^ . . . It would 
seem that it was made up by some romancer out of all kinds of pre-existing material, 
with no other object than to write a religious novel for pious readers, to displace the 
sensuous novels which were much in vogue." — From the Preface. 

This pictorial version of the Legend is taken from a work that is 
now almost unique, only three copies being known to be in 
existence. The Editorial portions contain, besides a full paraphrase 
of the woodcuts, a fac-simile reprint of the Legend from Caxton*s 
" Golden Legends of the Saints," also much curious information 
respecting the early History of the Legend, the controversies in 
which it has been involved, and the question of relics. Copies 
are also given of some Fifteenth Century frescoes of English 
workmanship formerly existing at Stratford-on-Avon. Altogether 
the book forms an interesting memorial of the quaint lore that has 
gathered round this "religious novel" of the Middle Ages. 
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A VOLUME OF MEDIEVAL ROMANCES. 
Edited by John Ashton. 

ROMANCES OF CHIVALRY: Told and Illustrated 
in Fac-simile, by John Ashton, Author of *'The Dawn 
of the Nineteenth Century in England,*' &c. Forty-six 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo., cloth elegant, gilt.tops . i8s. 

The ''Romances of Chivalry" were the Novels of the 
Middle Ages, from the 13th to the i6th centuries. They 
are highly sensational, full of incident, and never prolix. To 
render these Romances more interesting to the general reader, 
Mr. Ashton has fac-similed a number of the contemporary 
engravings, which are wonderfully quaint, and throw much 
light on the Manners and Costumes of the period. 

"An interesting feature in the book consists in the illustrations, which are fac-similes 
done by the author himself, and done with much success, from the early engravings. . . . 
This is likely to prove a useful and welcome book." — Contemporary Review, 

LEGENDS AND POPULAR TALES OF THE 

BASQUE PEOPLE. By Mariana Monteiro. With 
full-page Illustrations in Photogravure by Harold 
Copping. Fcap. 4to., cloth .... ios/6d. 

Contents. 



I. Aquelarre. 
II. Arguiduna. 

III. Maitagarri. 

IV. Roldan's Bugle-Horn. 

V. Jaun-Zuria, Prince of Erin. 
VI. The Branch of White Lilies. 



VII. The Song of Lamia. 
VIII. Virgin of the Five Towns. 

IX. Chaunt of the Crucified. 
X.-XI. The Raids. The Holy War. 
XII. The Prophecy of Lara. 
XIII. Hurca Mendi. 



Fine edition of 100 copies of the above, medium 4to., num- 
bered and signed by the Author, printed on Dutch hand-made 
paper, with India-proofs of the Photogravures . £1 is. net. 

*' Deeply interesting. ^'There is much in them that is wierd and beautiful, much that 
is uncouth and grotesque. Xo the student of folk-lore they will be as a mine of newly- 
disrovered wealth. As to the literary merit of the book, it is by no means inconsiderable.*' 

Scotsfnan, 

MODERN HINDUISM: Being an account of the 
Religion and Life of the Hindus in Northern India. By 
W. J. WiLKiNS, of the London Missionary Society, Author 
of " Hindu Mythology — Vedic and Puranic." Demy 
2>wQ.<i cloth i6s. 
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A Gift-Book for Girls. 

IN THE TIME OF ROSES: A Tale of Two Summers. 
Told and Illustrated by Florence and Edith Scannell, 
Author and Artist of " Sylvia's Daughters/' Thirty-two 
full-page and other Illustrations. Square Imp. i6mo., 

cloth . . .53. 

Contents. 

Capri.— Isolina.—" Good-bye, Capri.'*—The Yellow Cottage.— The 

School Treat. — Home Again ! — The Garden Party. — Geraldine makes a 

discovery. -^Isolina's Flight. — Wedding Bells. 

** A very charming story, superior in literary style and as food for the mind and the 
taste to most books written for girls. Miss Edith Scannell's illustrations are very'happy." 

Scotsman, 

A Children's Story-Book. 

PRINCE PEERLESS: A Fairy-Folk Story-Book. By 

the Hon. Margaret Collier (Madame Galletti di 

Cadilhac), Author of ** Our Home by the Adriatic." 

Illustrated by the Hon. John Collier. Square Imp. 

i6mo., cloth ....... 5s. 

Contents. 

Fairy Folk.— The Great Snow Mountain. — The lU-Starred Princess. — 

The Sick Fairy.— Two Fairies. — The Shadow World. — Prince Peerless. — 

Something New. 

" Simply delightful in style and fancy, and in its perfect reproduction of the old fairy 
world. These stories will be a valuable addition to our literature for children ; and will 
be read with no less enjoyment for their literary and artistic excellence by their elders. 
The illustrations by the Hon. John Collier are artistical and beautiful." — Scotsman. 



A Boy's Story-Book. 

BOYS' 0\VN STORIES. By Ascott R. Hope, Author 
of ** Stories of Young Adventurers," ** Stories out of 
School Time," &c. Eight Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
cloth 5s. 

" This is a really admirable selection of genuine narrative and history, treated with 
discretion and skill by the author. Mr. Hope has not gathered his stores from the high- 
way, but has explored far afield in less-beaten tracks, as may be seen in his * Adventures 
of a Ship-boy' and * A Smith among Savages.'" — Saturday Review. 



TALES OF THE CALIPH. By Al Arawiyah. 
Crown 8vo., cloth . . . . . . 2s. 6d. 
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By Author of " How to be Happy though Married." 

«' MANNERS MAKYTH MAN." Imp. i6mo., cloth, 
6s. ; fine edition, bevelled edges, in box . . 7s. 6d. 

T/ie First Edition of*"*" Manners Makyth Man^* was exhausted 
on the day 0/ Publication, A Second Edition is now ready. 

Extract from Prkface. — " I am shovtdng mjr gratitude to the public for their very 




. by no means a 
Makyth Man,' 

refer to those social rules and forms which are otten only substitutes for good manners, 
but rather to manners in the old sense of the word which we see in the text, ' Evil com- 
munications corrupt good manners.' " 

'* The volume is a bright one, and should rival its predecessor in popular esteem." 

Publishers' Circular, 

A COMTIST LOVER, and Other Studies. By Elizabeth 
Rachel Chapman, Author of **The New Godiva,'' ** A 
Tourist Idyl," &c. Crown 8vo., cloth . . .6s. 

Contents. — Part I. — A Comtist Lover : Being a Dialogue on Positivism 
and the Zeitgeist — The Extension of the Law of Kindness : Being an Essay 
on the Rights of Animals. Part II. — The Delphine of Madame de Stael 
— Some Immortality-Thoughts — Some Novels of William Black. 



"Lays of a Lazy Minstrel." 

THE LAZY MINSTREL. By J. Ashby - Sterry, 
Author of ** Boudoir Ballads," ** Shuttlecock Papers," &c. 
With vignette frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, printed on 
hand-made paper ....... 6s* 

Fine Edition of 50 copies of the above, crown 4to., 
printed on Dutch hand-made paper, each copy numbered 
and signed by the Author . . . ;^i is. net. 

"Emphatically 'nice' in the nicest — the old-fashioned — sense of the word. . . . 
Altogether, a delicate little tome. . . . Graceful and, on occasion, tender." — G. A. S.^ 
in T^e Illustrated London News, Oct. 31, 1886. 



SAINT HILDRED: ARomauntinVerse. By Gertrude 
Harraden. Illustrated by J. Bernard Partridge. 
Small crown 8vo. . . . • . . 2S. 6d. 
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Prizk Book for Children. 
THE BIRD'S NEST, and Other Sermons ior Children 
of all Ages. B/ Rev. Samuel Cox, D.D., Author of 
" Expositions," &C. Imp, ifinio., cloth . . 6!. 

attracnon, and 10 whose KEa"! i"» words cannot fau'lo win Ihcir way."— CAnrtl Su^r 
Scitol Magaiini. .^^ 

Christl^n Evidences. 
THE BIBLE AND THE AGE; or. An Elucidation 
of the Principles of a Consistent and Verifiable Interpre- 
tation of Scripture. By Cuthbert Collingwood, M.A., 
and B.M. Oxon, Author of " New Studies in Christian 
Theology," &c. Demy 8vo., cloth. . . los. 6d, 

THE BERWICK HYMNAL. Edited by the Rev. A. 
W. Oxford, M.A., Vicar of St. Luke's, Berwick Street, 
Soho, Imp. 33mo zs. 

THE PAROUSIA. A Critical Inquiry into the New 
Testament Doctrine of Our Lord's Second Coming. 
By the Rev. J, S. Russell, M.A. New and cheaper 
Edition. Demy 8vo., cloth . ■ . .7s. 6d. 

■■ Critical, in the best MnM of llie word. Unlike many lr«ti«s on the subject, this is 



ANNE GILCHRIST : Her Life and Writings. Edited 

by Herbert Harlakenden Gilchrist. Prefatory 

Notice by William Michael Rossetti. 10 Illusts. 

Demy Svo., cloth. [In pre/'aralion). . . . 16s, 

I. Ancestry.— II. Childhood.— III. Schooldays.— IV. Tbe Iloney- 

moon.— V. The First Home,— VI. Life at Chelsea. VII. A Letter from 

Jane Carlyle.— VIII. A Present from [ane Carlyle.— IX. Dante Gabriel 

Rossetti.— X. Last Year of Life at 6, Gieit Cheyne Row.— XL Jane 

Wei* Carlyle wrilcslohet Neighbour. —XIL Shoderinill.— XIII. Letter 

from Dante Gabriel Rossetti.- XIV. Last Letter from Jane Welsh 

Carlyle.— XV. Letter from Christian G. Rossetli.— XVI. Leitci fraio 

Chrislinn G. Rossetli.- XVII. Jenny.— XVIII. George Eliot.- XIX. 

The New Country.— XX. The Return-— XXI. Mary Lamb.— Essays. 




A Series of Short Popular Histories, printed in good readaWe 
type, and forming handsome well-bound volumes. Crown 8vo., 
lllustratedandfurnishedwilh Maps and Indexes, price 5s. each, 

ROME. By Arthur Gilman, M.A., Author of "A History 
of the American People," &c Second Edition. 

THE JEWS: In Ancient, Medieval, and Modem Timesw 
By Prof. J. K. Hosmer. 

here, is oni of thrillinB saliifactioa. 



GERMANY. Rev. S. Baring-Gould, Author of "Curious 
Myths of the Middle Ages," &c. 



CARTHAGE. By Prof. Alfred J. Church, Author of 
" Stories from ihe Classics,'' &c. 

"A tmslwonhy nnd well-balanced dtlincation of ihi part played by Cartbaee in 



ALEXANDER'S EMPIRE. By Prof. J. P. Mahaffv, 
Author of " Social Life in Greece," &c. 



THE MOORS IN SPAIN. By Stan li 
Author of " Studies in a Mosque," &c. 




HUNGARY. By Prof. VAMfliRY, Author of "Travels i 
Central Asia," &c. 

EGYPT. By Prof. Geo. Rawlinson, Author of " The Five . 
Great Monarchies of the World," &c. 

By Rev. E. E. and Susan 



. Geo. Kawlinson, Auttior ot " Itie JJive . « 
-s of the World," &c. ^^ 

E. E. and Susan Hale. ^^H 
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POLITICAL WORKS. 



Ireland and Home Rule. 
THE MAKING OF THE IRISH NATION : AND 

THE FIRST-FRUITS OF FEDERATION. ByJ. A. 
Partridge, Author of "Democracy: Its Factors and 
Conditions," " From Feudal to Federal," 8;c. Demy 8vo., 
cloth 6s. 

"This b a complolc handboolt on the Irish quEStina, . . . The whole COM is ilaled by 
Mr Partridge in ihE clsarcsl uiil most coeenl Toshian. As a piece o( lileriiy warknun- 
ship, the book h for the mo^t pan of the highest class. The style a lofty, the lone u 



LABOUR, LAND, AND LAW: A Search for the 
Missing Wealth of the Working Poor. By William A. 
Phillips, Member of the Committee on Public Lands, 
Forty-third Congress, and on Banking and Currency, 
Forty-fifth Congress. Demy 8ra., cloth . . . 9s. 

what he means He is iridenlly a man af considerable ability and a Jtudeol of jodal 
and economical problems^ . . - Therein aoreat dealofstatisLicaJ lafonnationlobefbond 



THE BALKAN PENINSULA. By M. Emile de 

Laveleye, Translated by Mrs. Thorpe, Edited and 
Revised for the English public by the Author. With a 
new chapter brin^'ing events up to date. 8vo., cloth. 

[/« preparaiion. 

THE BRIDE OF GREENLAWNS; or, William 
Woodman's Trust. A Parable of Mr. Gladstone and 
Ireland. Fcap. 8vo 6d. 

" DOTTINGS OF A DOSSER." Being Revelations of 
the Inner Life of Lqiv London Lodging Houses. By 
Howard J. Goldsmid. Fcap. S^fo. . . , is. 
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NEW EDITIONS. 

Bridal Gift Edition of 

HOV/ TO BE HAPPY THOUGH MARRIED. 

Being a Handbook to Marriage. By a Graduate in the 
University of Matrimony. Imp. i6mo., white vellum 
cloth, extra gilt, bev. boards, gilt edges, in box . 7s. 6d. 

Fifth and Popular Edition. Small square 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

** We strongly recommend this book as one of he best of wedding presents. It is ft 
complete handliook to an earthly Par;idise, and its author may be regarded as the Murray 
of Matrimony and the Baedeker of Bliss." — /'«// Afai/ Gazette. 

" The au I hor has successfully accomplished a difficult task in writing a clever and 
practical book on the important subject of matrimony. . • . . Thi> book, which is at once 
entertaining and full of wise precepts, deserves to be widely read." — Morning Post. 



CHARLES DICKENS AS I KNEW HIM: The 

Story of the Reading Tours in Great Britain and America 
(1866-1870). By George Dolby. New and cheaper 
edition. Crown 8vo. . . . . .33. 6d. 

** Will certainly be read with interest by all who admire the great writer." — DailTt 
Telegraph. 

THEDAWNOFTHE NINETEENTH CENTURY 

IN ENGLAND : A Social Sketch of the Times. By John 
AsHTON, Author of ** Social Life in the Reign of Queen 
Anne,"&c. Cheaper ed., in i vol. Illus.La.cr. 8v6.,ios. d^. 

*' The book is one continued source of pleasure and interest, and opens up a wide field 
foi speculation and comment. No one can take it up in a moody moment without losing 
much of his discontent, and many of us will look upon it as an important contribution to 
contemporary history, not easily available to others than clo^e students, and not made 
into its pleasmg and entertaining form without a literary skill which is not by any means 
common. ' * — A ntiquary. 

A New and Cheaper Edition (being the Fifth) of 
THE LIVES OF ROBERT & MARY MOFFAT. 

By their Son, John Smith Moffat. With New Preface 
and Supplementary Chapter by the Author. Four 
Portraits, Four Illustrations (two of which are new), and 
Two Maps. Crown 8vo., cloth . . . 7s. 6d. 

Presentation Edition. Full gilt elegant, bevelled boards, 
gilt edges, in box los. 6d. 

** An inspiring record of calm, brave, wise work, and will find a place of value on the 
honoured shelf of missionary biography. The biographer has done his work witk 
reverent care, and in a straightforward, unaffected style. " — Contemporary Review, 
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Nkw Editions — cnntinned. 
STUDIES OF THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 
IN ITALV. By Verkon Lee, Author of " Otiilie," &c. 
Demy 8vo., clotli . . . . . .7s. 6d. 

" TheM siiidi« show b wide iaiiE= of knowJedgE nf i 

EUPHORION : Studies of the Antique and the Medieval 
in the Renai5sance. By Vernon Lee, Author of 
"Belcaro," &c. Cheap Edition in one volume. Demy 
8vo., cloth 7s. 6d, 

•' The bgok b bold, cittnsive In 5cope. md lepkif with well-defined and unhacltneyed 

BELCARO ; Being Essays on Sundry ^sthetical Questions. 
By Vernon Lee, Author of "Euphorion," " Baldwin," 
&c Crown 8vo., cloth 53. 

"TUBway of CDDVcvlne ideas is viry fascinating, uid hasnn elTi 
in the tender's mind which no other mode can Cj^uaL From first to 
otu and deJigbtfuL stimulation of thought.^' — Acadtmy^ 

POETS IN THE GARDEN. By May Ckommelin, 

Author of "Joy," " In the West Counttie," &c. Cheap 
and Popular Edition, with Coloured Froniispiece. Square 
pott i5mo., cloih binding . . ... 6s. 

This edition is ^med on a thinner paper, and more simply bound, 'ilie text, hoin 

^'Deddedly a happy idea. . . . Tike volume is finely printed, and eracefullyde ' 
" Merely to deicrib- this hook is lo write its commcndatiop. It Is an aolhol 
doable sense." — Academy, 

Still on sale, a few copies of the First Edition, containing 
Eight Coloured Illustrations. Square pott i6mo., cloth 
elegant, fine paper, gilt edges, bev. boards . . los. 6d. 

Popular Edition of the "Shah Nameh." 
HEROIC TALES. Retold from Firdiisi the Persian. 

Hklen Zimmern, Author of " Stories in Precious Stones," 
&c. With Etchings by L Alma Tadema, and Prefatory 
Poem by E. W. Gosse. Pop Ed. Cr. 8vo., cl. extra, 53. 

'-.'rir "- - 




^ 
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Autumn-Ohristmas Season, 1886. 

New Editions— confini/ed. 

A DIARY OF GOLDEN THOUGHTS FOR THE 

YEAR. New edition, interleaved with ruled paper. Can 
be used as a Birthday and Event Book of the Home Life. 
Cloth boards, 2S. ; Parchment . . . .is. 6d. 

*' A little oblong book, very daintily and tastefully got-up, containing admirably 
selected brief extracts from great writers." — Academy. 

A ROLL OF GOLDEN THOUGHTS FOR THE 

YEAR ; or, Permanent Diary of Wise Sayings from the 
Best Writers of all Times and Climes. Contents identical 
with the above, but arranged in oblong shape. Mounted 
on gilt wire, and suspended by ribands . . is. 6d. 

" Choicely and delicately produced." — Christ an. 

FAIRY TALES FROM BRENTANO. Told in 
English by Kate Freiligrath Kroeker. Twenty-two 
Illustrations by F. Carruthers Gould. Cheap and 
Popular Edition. Square Imp. i6mo. . . 3s. 6d. 

" The extravagance of invention displayed in his tales will render them welcome in the 
nursery. The translation — not an easy task — has been very cleverly accomplished." — 

The Academy. 

"An admirable translator in Madame Kroeker, and an inimitable illustrator m 
Mr. Carruthers Gould." — Truth. 



WHEN I WAS A CHILD ; or, Left Behind. By Linda 
ViLLARi, Author of **0n Tuscan Hills/' &c. Illustrated. 
Square 8vo., cloth, gilt edges . . . . 3s. 6d. 

" It is fresh and bright from the first chapter to the last." — Morning Post, 
"A very clever, vivid and realistic story." — Truth. 



60UTHW00D : A Tale. By Catharine Sturge, Com- 
piler of ** A Diurnal for the Changes and Chances of this 
Mortal Life," &c. Frontispiece. Sm. cr. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

••A thoroughly healthy and well- written tale. The plot is very good." — Presbyterian 
Messenger. 

THE CHILDREN'S BOUQUET OF VERSE 

AND HYMN. Gathered by Aunt Sarah and Cousin 
Grace. 32mo., red edges, cloth eltgant, or wood : maple, 
cedar, walnut, or cycamore . . . . .is. 

" Love for the little ones has clearly been at work in the making of this selecticm- ; 
good taste as well, and a most catholic sympathy." — Christian Leader, 



■f f ' . llr'TT-ii ^ 



NEW NOVELS. 
FORTUNES BUFFETS AND REWARDS. 

Three vols. Crown Svo. {In November) . 31s. 6d. 

THE TOUCHSTONE OF PERIL: A Tale of the 

Indian Mutiny. By Dudley Hardress Thomas. Two 

vols. Crown Svo. ..,,.. ^i is, 

A YEAR IN EDEN. By Hakeikt Waters Prkstox. 
Two vols. Crown Svo. {fn November) . . ^1 is. 



Recent Novels. Two Volumes. Price ^i is. each. 
CAMILLA'S GIRLHOOD. By Linda Villari. 

THE BACHELOR VICAR OF NEWFORTH. 
By Mrs. A. Harcourt-Roe. 

ICHABOD: A Portrait. By Bertha Thomas. 

A NOBLE KINSMAN. By Anton Giulio Earriu. 

JEPHTHAH'S DAUGHTER. By Jane H. Spettigue. 
THE CHANCELLOR OF THE TYROL. By 

Herman Schmid. 

WILBOURNE HALL. By Mrs. Caumont. 



HENRY IRVING: in England and America, 18381884. 
By Frederic Daly. Vignette Portrait by Ad. Lalauze. 
Second thousand. Crown 8vo., cloih extra . Js. 

THE SEVEN AGES OF MAN. From Shakespeare's 

"As You Like it." Popular Edition. Illustrated. Sq. 
pott i6mo., cl. elegant, bev. boards, gilt edges . 5s. 

" " V slylc of enSTiving. ... The various arlisH havo 



I. 



] cbdBCn." — Crnffiic, 



I 
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NEW AND RECENT NOVELS AT SIX SHILLING 
Large Crown 8vo., cloth, 

M&LITA : A Turkish Love-Story. By Louise M. Richti 

" Het Mary Li intereitinp na itt own account i hul iia hsckground of Tuxkiit 



MERCIFUL OR MERCILESS? By Stackpool 1 
O'DelIt Author of " Old St. Margaret's." 

" Aniniiled pictures of nalmc. . . . Easy liKhlnHS of slyle."— ia/«nti> Rttn 

THE LAST STAKE : A Tale of Monte Carlo. 
Madame R. Foli. Illustrated. 

" Madame Foli'i graphic imnalive will do much la lift the ve.l from ihc hairvrs ajid 



TARANTELLA: A Romance. By Mathilde Blind, 
Author of " Life of George Eliot." Second edition. 

" Told with gnu spirit and tffcci, ud shows very conndcrable fowa."— Pali Mall. 

VALENTINO. 

" A lemnrkable hitLotical 



By William Waldorf Astor. 



GLADYS FANEi The Story of Two Lives. 
Wemvss Reid. Fourth and popular edition. 

nnfinUSed,"— J'a/»>iA7j' Krt'in: 



By T. 



THE AMAZON : An Art Novel. By Carl Vosmaee. 
Preface by Prof. Georc Ebers, and Front, drawn specially 
by L. Alma Tadema, R.A. 



MAJOR FRANK: A Novel. By A. L. G. BosBOo«- 
ToussAiNT. Trans, from the Dutch by Jas. Akeroyd. 

" II is a pleasMI, btietll, fresh book,"— Z™/*. 

THE POISON TREE : A Tale of Hindu Life by 
Bengal. ByB.CHANDKA Chatterjee. Introduction in 
Edwin Arnold, M.A., C.S.I. 

"The hulthme^s and purity of tone throtighout the bootL."~.4c.ur«f 



THE 4s. 6ii. SERIES OF NOVELS. 

Crown 8vo., cloth. 



ASSERTED BUT NOT PROVED; or, Sim 
Live. By A. Bower. 



FRANCIS: A Socialistic Romance. Being for the most part 
an Idyll of England and Summer. By M, Dal Vero, 
Author of "A Heroine of the Commonplace." 



THE LAST MEETING : A Story. By Brander 
Matthews, Author of "The Theatres of Paris," &g. 



arks,« 



A LOST SON. By Mary Linskill, Author of" Hagar," 
" Between the Heather and the Northern Sea," &c. 

SfnIaUr. 



wilhoai 



Inskill not 






THE BECKSIDE BOGGLE, and Other Lake Country 

Stories. By Alice Rea. Illustrated. 



TWO VOLUMES OF SHORT STORIES. 
TALES IN THE SPEECH-HOUSE. By Charles 
Grindrod, Author of " Plays from English History," &c 
Illustraied. Crown Svo., cloth . , . .6s. 

THE QUEEN OF THE ARENA, AND OTHER 

STORIES. By Stewart Harrison. Illust. Crown 
8vo., cloth 6s. 

"Miuor HairLion has s fresh unA livrly sl;l?, he ia sd Air from being lediout Ihat he 
•ilh an extensive knowledgE of ihe world."— TVnw/. 
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VERN ON LEE'S W ORKS. 

BALDWIN : Being Dialogues on Views and Aspirations. 1 

Demy Svo., cloth izs. I 

"WorthcaKfullhidy from mora thAn one aide. It has a message for all people, to 9 
which only indolence or iadifTercnce can be tleaT . , . The subjects proposed aiv^M 
dilCuned coungeoiuly and contdentioutly, and afun with a compretaignand foiCE wUdk ■ 
BlUput of the book with pregnant suggeiCi on. . . . OoecannolreiidapHgeof 'Baldwin* . 
wilbout leeltng the wiur for K." —Acailimy. 

EUPHORION : Studies of the Antique and the Mediaeval 
in the Renaissance. Cheap ed. Demv Zvo., cloth. 7s. fid. 

"Thebwkii bold, ulensIreinicDpe. and replele nith well-deftned and Bnhackneyed 

STUDIES OF THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 
IN ITALV. Demy 8vo., cloth . . .7s. 6d, 



1 Sundry jEsthetical Questions*. 

■' ■ ■ hai IT«of™H^ 



BELCARO : Being Essays a 
Crown 8vo., cloth , 

condnuous and deQehifuI stimulatisn ofiiitiue\it..'—Acaiieiny. 

OTTlLlE: An Eighteenth Century Idyl. Square 8vo., cloth 
extra . 3s. fid. 

" A jcroj^eful Hctle fiketch. . . Drawn with FuU inw-ht into the period described." 



4 



ay in the ' Stuim und Drai 
.ctfullilllepiclure. . . . 



cCS 



rhe Author lets the 



THE PRINCE OF THE HUNDRED SOUPS: 

A Puppet Show in Narrative. Edited, with a Preface by 
Vernon Lee. lUust. Cheaper edition. Square 8vo., 
cloth 3s, 6d. 

".There is more humour in the volume ihan in half-a-do2en otdlnary panlomimeB " 

SUMMER: From the Journal of Henrv D. Thoreau. ' 
Edited by H. G. Blake. Index. Map. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6d. J 

'■ As^Msanli booli as can wejj bt imaEJned ."— .4 tktna Mm. 

ECHETLUS": Considerations upon Culture in England.,1 

By George Whetenall. Crown Svo., cloth . 4s. 6^S 

"■ ■, and exceedingly clever. .... There isan umjuealionabltiB 



.aSE 



New and Recent Books. ly 

THE LIFE and TIMES OF WILLIAM LLOYD 

GARRISON, 1805-1840 : The Story of His Life told by 
His Children. In two vols., with upwards of 20 Portraits 
and Illustrations. Demy Svo. . . , £1 los, 

and EngETLiwrJurc can well afTonl lo asfign a peiul^nenl and'hono'unibl'e puS^i^i 
dtBctiplion ofa man who accorrplished a great work, and whose right lo figure among 
iDch men as Wilberfoice, Clarkson, BrQugham, and olhen cannoL for a moment be 

OLE BULL I A Memoir. By Sara C. Bull. With 
Die Bull's " Violin Notes " and Dr. A. B. Crosby's 
"Anatomy of the Violinist." Portraits. Second edition. 
Crown 8va, cloth ^s. 6d. 

"Full or good ilories. It » difflcull la know where Co choose."— ^'ji/unt^y ^fPlVw. 

■' A word of commendation mu«t be olTered 10 the yoiin;; widow of this distinguished 

muadan for the tact and ahiliiy displayed in compiling and arranging the »orli."— 

THE LIFE & TIMES OF SAMUEL BOWLES, 

Editor of T/ie SpringUdd Ripublican. By Geo. S. 
Merriam. Portrait. 2 vols. Crown Svo. . £,t is. 

■nosi crilicaJ times."— flfli?^ Nemi. 

PILGRIM SORROW^. By Cabmem Svlvia {The Queen 
of Roumania). Translated by Helen Zimmebn, Author 
of "The Epic of Kings." Portrait-etching by Lalauze. 
Square Crown 8vo., cloth extra . . ■ . ss. 

never has she been happier than in her LiedtKS Erdengitn^t which lies before ui to-day." 



ON TUSCAN HILLS AND VENETIAN 

WATERS. By Linda Villari, Author of "Camilla's 
Girlhood," &c, lllust. Square Imptri il i6mo. 7s. fid. 

LONDON AND ELSEWHERE. By Thomas 
PtiRNELL, Author of " Literature and its Professors," 
&c Fcap. Svo IS. 

readable Trom fint to last, ^u] unlike most holiday iFieraiure, vorth keeping aher it has 
been read." — Gloif- 



EXPOSITORY WORKS BY REV. S. COX.l 



"EXPOSITIONS." First Series. Dedicated toBARON 
Tennvson. Third Thousand. Demy Svo., doth, 7s. 6d. 

'We ha»i laid enouah lo show our high opinion of Dr. Co»'s volume. Ilis bdeed 



"EXPOSITIONS." Second Series. Demy 8vo., clotli, 

75. 6d. 



iHcy kre eLoqiwOL — wd haVi 
learned — leprnjng is orien Ut 
h«art, new Lighc and fjuih to 



m/w« 



THE REALITY OF FAITH. By the Rev. Newmamj 
Smyth, D.D., Author of " Old Faiths in New Light." 
Third and cheaper Edition, Crown Svo., cloth, 4s. 6d>J 

"They are tmh and beautirni expositions of those deep Ihlngs, those foumlut^ 
liuths, which underlie Christian fsith ncd spiritual lifu in Ihcir varied manirataiiona."- 

Christian Agl. X 

THE REALITY OF RELIGION, By Henry J.'I 
Van Dyke, Junr., D.D., of the Brick Church, N.Y.I 
Second edition. Crown Svo., cloth . . . 4s. 6d.I 

:' Mr. Van Dyke's volume is sure 10 liring helpand slrenglh 10 DiDSe who are 
Mtiving to enlci inio Ihe reaJLUes of spiritual life."— C*m(ian Liadir. 



LAYMAN'S STUDY OF THE ENGLISHl 
BIBLE CONSIDERED IN ITS LITERARY AND I 
SECULAR ASPECTS. By Francis Bowen, I-L.D. f 
Crown 8vo., cloili 4s. 6d. 

Most hear^lyilo we recommend ihislillle volume to Ihc carEful study, nol only (<'■ 



THE UNKNOWN GOD, and other Sermons. By th^ 
Rev, Alexander H, Craufurd, M.A., Author of "Seek-j 
ing for Light." Crown Svo., cloth 



New and Recent Books. 



19 



MY STUDY, and olher Essays. By Professor Austin 
Phelps, D.D., Author of " The Theory of Preaching," &c. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, bev. edges 6s. 

jcnrctii' be rra/wkhoul inta'Stindpmhl.-'—JtrliiJ'isI Ti«in. 



THE CHRIST OF HISTORY. By John Young, LL.D., 
Author of " The Life and Light of Men," &c. Seventh 
and Popular Edition. Crown 8vo. . . .3s. 6d, 



I 



GENESIS THE THIRD : History, not Fable. Being 
the Merchants' lecture for March, 1883. By Edward 
White. Crown 8vo., cloth, is. ; sewed . ■ 6d. 



PAYING THE PASTOR, Unscriptural and Traditional. 
By James Beaty, D.C.L., Q-C, Member of the Canadian 
Legislature. Crown 8vo 6s. 

THE TEMPLE ; Sacred Poems and Private Ejaculations. 
■ ■ By Mr. George Herbert. Neto Edition, with Intro- 

ductory Essay by J. HEnry SHorthouse. Fourth edition. 
Small crown, sheep, imitation of original binding, or in 
paper boards, old style, uncut edges . . .55. 

This t'i n fac-sitnilt reprint by typography of the Original 
Edition 0/1633. 

I "This choming reprint liss o fre'ih v.ilue adJed lo [I by Ihe Inlrodudiory Essay of the 
I'VE BEEN A-GIPSYING; or, Rambles among our 
Gipsies. By George Smith, of Coalvilif. lUustrated. 
New and Revised edition. Crown 8vo., cloth . 3s. fid. 
" Mr. Smtlh's skothH of his visits lo the gjpsics arc graphic and vgriEd, ud will, we 
whrck?h7aul!h^J^aljtfldVgL™¥«nians5avicc.^*— Cmkw/ """ 

[ 




THE ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON CRUSOE, 

By Daniel Defoe. Neivly Edited after the Original 
Editions. Twenty Coloured Illustrations by Kauffman. 
Fcap- 4to., cloth extra ..... 7s. 6d. 

"' ■ rmslily Iho edition of 'Kobinson Cnisoe' of Ihe Mason. Il is charmingly 
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WORKS ON MISSIONS. 



MEDICAL MISSIONS: Their Place and Power. By 
John Lowe, F-R.C S.E., yecrelary of Edinburgh Medical 
Missionary Society. Introduction by Sir William Muir, 
K.C.S.I., LL.D.,D.C.L. Medallion Frontispiece. Second 
edition. Crown 8vo., cloth .... 

'■ItwouldbtolmoilimpfflsililciospHilt too favonrably of this Iwok. Itii 

LIFE AND WORK IN BENARES AND 

KUMAON, 1839-77. By jAs. Kennedy, M. A., Author 
of" Christianity and the Religions of India." Introduction 
by Sir Wm. Muir, K.C.S.I. Illust. Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

form. . . . The volume m heller worth louliDg than othen of muoh higher iileruy 

MODERN MISSIONS : Their Trials and Triumphs. 
By Robert Young, Assistant Secretary to the Missions 
of the Free Church of Scotland. Map and Illustrations. 
Third edilion. Crown 8vo,, cloih extra . . .5s. 



i 
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LIGHT IN LANDS OF DARKNESS: By Robert 
Young, Author of " Modern Missions." Illustrated. 
Second edition. Crown 8vo., cloth extra . . ( 

"Td IhoM who have read 'Modem Mis^long,' ii will be sulKcieiit lo say thU 1 

Cengrrgallimalliti,^ 

THE TREASURE BOOK OF CONSOLATION: 

For all in Sorrow or Suffering, Compiled and Edited by 
Benjamin Orme, M.A., Editor of '■ The Treasure Book 
of Devolional Reading." Cr. 8vo., cl. extra, gilt top, 3s. 6d. 

THE SHELLEY BIRTHDAY BOOK AND-1 
CALENDAR. Compiled by J. R. Tutin. Crowaf 
i6rao., cloth, bev. boards, gilt edges 

Large paper, Royal i6mo. (only 100 copies printed),' 
with proof impressions of the portrait 
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CENTENARY SERIES. 

Fcap. x2mo., antique paper, parchment boards, 2S. each. Nos. x and 3 may 
also be had m paper covers, price is. each. 

I. JOHN WICLIF, Patriot and Reformer: his Life and 
Writings. By Rudolf Buddensieg, Lie. Theol. Leipsic. 

" Mr. Fisher Uhwin has printed in delicious old text^ with a frontispiece and vellum 
binding worthy of an old Elzevir, Mr. Rudolf Buddensieg*s brief extracts from WicliTs 
writings. . . . These are full of interest, and the little volume will be useful for 
reference."— Gra/A/V. 



2. THE TABLE TALK OF DR. MARTIN 

LUTHER. By Prof. John Gibb. 

"Deserves the very highest praise. Great discrimination has been shown in the choice 
of extracts, and considerable skill in the grouping of them under appropriate heads." — 

Congregationalist, 

3. DOCTOR JOHNSON: His Life, Works and Table 

Talk. By Dr. Macaulay, Editor of The Leisure Hour, 

" An exceedingly pretty little book. . . . It gives a good taste of quality.** — BookLore^ 
" It is a charming specimen of typography,*' — Globe. 



ABOUT THE THEATRE : Essays and Studies. By 
William Archer, Author of ** English Dramatists of 
To-day/* &c. Crown 8vo., cloth, be\elled edges, 7s. 6d. 

" Theatrical subjects, from the Censorship of the Stage to the most recent phenomena 
of first nights, have thoroughly able and informed discussion in Mr. Archer's handsome 
book." — Contemporary Review, 



LITERARY LANDMARKS OF LONDON. By 

Laurence Hutton. Second Edition. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

_ " It is a volume that everyone should possess who takes an interest in the local associa- 
tions which London is so full oi^— Standard. 

"Abounds with interesting facts concerning the residence of famous men in the 
capital.'*— Z?a/7v News. 



CHARLES WHITEHEAD: A Critical Monograph. 
By H. T. Mackenzie Bell. Cheap and Popular edition. 
Crown 8vo., cloth ....... 5s. 



f( 



Mr. Mackenzie Bell has done a §ood service in introducing us to a man of true genius 
whose works have sunk into mysteriously swift and complete oblivion." — Contemporary 
Review, 
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NEW AND RECENT POETRY. 



AN ITALIAN GARDEN: A Book of Songs. By A. Mary 
F. Robinson, Author of ** The Life of Emily Bronte," 
&c. Fcap. 8vo., parchment, or half-bound in Japanese 
paper 3s. 6d. 

The author has a voice of her own, and her own vision of the world — not a loud 
voice, not a brilliant vision, but sweet, tuneful, and not unsympathetic." — DcUly News, 

A TIME AND TIMES : Ballads and Lyrics of East and 
West. By A. Werner, Author of **The King of the 
Silver City.** Crown 8vo., paper board style, 3s. 6d. 

*' Deserves to be widely read, and will become a favourite with all who read it." — 

Literary World, 

OLD YEAR LEAVES : A Volume of Collected Verse. 
By H. T. Mackenzie Bell, Author of " Verses of Varied 
Life,'* &c. Cheap edition. Crown 8vo. . . 5s, 

** We have great pleasure, indeed, in commending these poems to our readers.** — 

Literary World, 

VERSES OF VARIED LII^E. By H. T. Mackenzie 
Bell, Author of ** Charles Whitehead,*' &c. Crown 8vo., 

3s. 6d. 

*' There are some pretty lines and stanzas." — Graphic, 



MEASURED STEPS. By Ernest Radford. Crown 
8vo., cloth 4s. 

" He has imported into his deeper verse the beauty of a half-regretful subtlety and the 
interest of a real penetration. He can think with fineness and record his thoughts with 
point." — Frederick Wedmore^ in The Academy. 



A MINOR POET : And other Verses. By Amy Levy. 
Crown 8vo., paper board style, uncut edgeis . 3s. 6d. 

" Her idea of the character of ' Xantippe ' is certainly original, and several of her 
shorter pieces are simple, heartfelt, and harmonius." — Wh.iehall Review. 



HOPE'S GOSPEL, and Oher Poems. By Arthur 
Stephens. Fcap. 8vo.. cloth, bevelled edges . 3s. 6d. 

" This bright little volume is full of the movement and vivacity of a thought that 
comprehends the charm of progress, the hopefulness of effort." — Literary World. 



ORPHEUS, and Other Poems. By Alfred Emery. 
Fcap. 8vo., cloth . . . . J . 3s. 6d. 

* Of considerable xcixxxx.,**— Cambridge Review. 



BtirTir.- 
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REPRESENTATIVE BRITISH ORATIONS. 

With Introductions, &c., by Chas. K. Adams. i6mo. 
Roxburgh, gilt tops, 3 vols., in cloth box . .15s. 

The Volumes may also be had without box . 13s. 6d. 

"These three elegantly printed volumes, enclosed in a neat box to imitate cloth binding, 
comprise an excellent selection of famous speeches." — Daily News, 

" At once an invaluable companion to the history of the most important centuries of 
Enjglish History, and a fascinating course of study in some of the pruudest productions of 
British Oratory.*' — Whitehall Review. 



REPRESENTATIVE AMERICAN ORATIONS. 

With Introductions, &c., by Prof. Alexander Johnston, 
of New Jersey, 3 vols. i6mo., Roxburgh, gilt tops, 
in cloth box . . . . . . . .15s. 

" By way of conclusion, we venture once more to strongly recommend it to our readers. 
It will increase their knowleds^e of mankind in general, and will help them to better 
understand a great and friendly nation." — Saturday Review, 



DECIMAL TABLES, for Calculating the Value of 
Government Stocks and Annuities, and of all Stocks of 
Railway and other Companies where the Capital is con- 
verted into Stock, at prices Irom jQ^o to ;^i5o for ;^ioo 
Stock (advancing by eighths). By T. M. P. Hughes, of 
the Stock Department, Messrs. Williams, Deacon & Co. 
Demy 8vo., cloth 12s. 6d* 



UNITED STATES NOTES : A History of the various 
Issues of Paper Money by the Government of the United 
States. By John J. Knox. With Photo-Lithographic 
Specimens. Demy 8vo., cloih .... 12s. 

" A very minute historical sketch of the treasury and other notes issued by the Govern- 
ment. . . . The book should be carefully studied by those who would understand 
the subject." — New York Herald. 



THE THREE REFORMS OF PARLIAMENT: 

A History, 1830— 1885. By William Heaton, Editor 
of " Cassell's Concise Cyclopaedia." Crown 8 vo. . 5s. 

" As readable as a novel, and as instructive as an important chapter of history can 
well \ie."— Leeds Mercury. 

"An admirable and accurate summing-up of the great Reform movements of the last 
kalf-century.*'— Z-zV^ran' World. 
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ARMINIUS VAMB^RY: His Life and A'lventurcs- 
Written by Himsell. With Portrait and 14 Illustialions. 
Fifth and Popular Edition. Square Imperial il3mo., 
cloth extra 6s»^ 

"Ii ia poTEljr ui amobiOEraphic aketch of character, partly an account of a sinaulariy 
■daring and succeuFul adveniure in Ibe enploration of a pracLically imknown countij. In ' 
both »^cti it deMTvei to be jpoken of as a wmrk of greal intcreii and of considcrabla 



every wotd he has 

''The character and tFmpnamr 
M^rte. . . . Theei] 
dilTereat mould kav 



inK, too, in Enjlidh, of modea of thi 



neraeiic egoliH, wcll-mrormed, perataded that 

iction."— SaiVji •IiUgnifA. 

ing manner, and illustratd the qualities Ihat 

' a book, vhidi, however it may he regardod 

musi oc pTcn]ouni;cu uiuuue. aiic wcilci, the adventures, and the «iyLc are all eatraor- 

dinary — the last not the lca>iE of the three. It U Bowiug and natural — a far better styla 

than 11 written by the majority of English travellers."— J/. Jattttt's GaztiU. , 

•.* Otir Eighty alter SntiiiA and FareHi Ptrisdiods lia-at reviimid Ms wtr*. 

Bovs' Edition. I 

ARMINIUS VAMBERY: His Life and Adventures. , 
Written by Himself. With Introductory Chapter dedi- 
cated to the Bo>s of England. P.jitrait and Seventeen 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , .... 5s. 

^ambicy at the sneeeslion nf several of hi] 
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FRANCE AND TONGKING: ANarrativeof the Cam-I 

paign of 1884, and the Occupation of Further India. By I 
J". G. Scott (Shway Yoe), Author of "The Burman.^Y 
Map and Two Plans. Demy 8vo. . . . 168^:^ 

"Will be perused witii luierest both by military men and Ijy the general reader." — 4 

THE MAHDI, PAST AND PRESENT. By Prrf. I 

James Darmesteter. Illustrated. Sewed, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. J 



INTRODUCTORY STUDIES IN GREEK ART. 

Delivered in ihe British Museum by Jane E. HARRISO^f, 
Author of " Myths of the Odyssey in Art and Literature," 
&c. Map and lo lUusts. Square Imperial i6mo., 7s. 6d. 

k in eveiywar. The lady Im maiwred her subject! she wrilci 
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A SHORT HISTORY OF THE NETHER- 
LANDS (HOLLAND AND BELGIUM). By Alex- 
ander Young, Author of "The Comic and Tragic 
Aspects of Life," &c. Seventy-seven Illustrations. 
Demy Svo., cloth 73. 6d. 

ill bE found a very valuable minuil Qf Ihe history of the Nelherland! hy all 
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LETTERS FROM ITALY. ByM. EmiledeLaveleve. 
Translated by Mrs. Thorpe. Revised by ihe Author. 
Portrait of the Author. Crown Svo, . . .6s. 

" Rtad ... the second series of ' I.eTteis flora Italy,' lately published by E. de 
Jfar/i/of August 3?, iSflJ, in lender reviewing ihe original edition. 



THE TRUE STORY OF THE FRENCH DIS- 
PUTE IN MADAGASCAR. By Capt. S. P. Oliver, 
F.S.A., F.R.G.S.,late R.A., Author of "Madagascar and 
the Malagasy," Sic. With a Chapter by F. W. Chesson, 
Hon. Sec. of the Malagasy Committee. Map, Demy 



" A very straightforward ai 
" Csptau PasEeld Ohvei's ' 
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CENTRAL ASIAN QUESTIONS: Essays on Afghanis 
tan, China and Central Asia, By Demetrius C. Boulger, 
Author of "The History of China," S:c With Portrait 
and Three Maps. Demy 8vo., cloth . . . i8s. 

"Ought Co be read by everybody inlerested in the Central Asian questioa, . , . 
Mr- BoulEer's essays are a mazarine of infotmalioo relating to the people and COUDtry 
of CeaCraTAsia, Afghanistan and China."— An MINI IIS VAHBiBV, in T/u Acadimy. 
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THE WRECKERS OF LAVERNOCK. By Annie 
Jenkyns, Crown 8vo 5s. 



THE ROMAN STUDENTS; or, On the Wings of 
the Morning. A Tale of the Renaissance. By the Author 
of "The Spanish Brothers," &c Illustrated by G. P. 
Jacomb Hood. Cheaper ed. Imp. 5vo., cloth, 4s. 6d. 

" One of tht best slnrCts af ihc yti, ."—BrilUk QaarUrly R^lm. 



THE HOUSE BY THE WORKS. By Edward 

Garrett, Author of " Occupations of a Retired Life," &c. 
Frontispiece. 3rd edition. Crown 8vo. . • 3s. 6d. 



SETTLING DAY: A Sketch from Life. By Sophie 
Argent. Crown 8vo., cloih . . . .3s. 6d. 

"A pleasant JuJwholewinflinltnoveleiie. . . . It U agreeably wnHcii."—J'ivi/()'. 



OFF DUTY : Stories of a Parson on Leave. By Charles 
Wright. Crown 8vo., cloth . , , .as, 6d. 



MARGARET THE MOONBEAM: A Tale for the 
Young. By Cecilia Lushington, Author of " Over the 
Seas and Far Away." With lUuslcations by M. E.Edwards. 
Second Edition. Small Svo., doth extra, gilt edges, as. 6d. 

BEAUTIES AND FRIGHTS, with THE STORY 
OF BOBINETTE. By Sarah Tytler, Author of 
•' Papers for Thoughtful Girls," &c. Illustrated by M. E. 
Edwards. Second edition. Small Svo. . . as. 6d. 

THE STARRY BLOSSOM, & OTHER STORIES. 

By M. Betham-Edwards, Author of " Minna's Holiday,' 
&c. Illustrated. Small 8vo., cloth extra . . is. 6d. 



New and Recent Books. 



"LIVES WORTH LIVING" SERIES 

OF POPULAR BIOGRAPHIES. 

Illustrated. Crown 8vo., cloth exira, 3s. 66. per vol. 

I, LEADERS OF MEN: A Book of Biographies 
specially ^vrilten for Young Men. By H. A. Page, 
Author of" Golden Lives," Fourth edition. 

"Mr. Pag! IhorougUy brings out the di^intfj-estcdncisailJdevolIonlohiBhalms which 

Z.WISE WORDS AND LOVING DEEDS; A 

Book of Biographies for Girls. By E. Conder Gray. 
Sixth edition. 



3. MASTER MISSIONARIES : Studies in Heroic 

PioneerWork. By Alex. H. Japp. LL.D., F.R.S.E. 3tded. 

tracks here."— /iti Quarkian. 

4. LABOUR AND VICTORY. By A. H. Japp, LL.D. 

Memoirs of Those who Deserved Success and Won it. 
Third edition. 



5. HEROIC ADVENTURE: Chapters in Recent 
Explorations and Discovery. Illustrated. Third edition. 
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PLANT LIFE : Popular Papers on the Phenomena of 

Botany. By Edward Step, 148 Illustrations by the 

■ Author. Third edition. Crown 8vo., cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

m "More dEliehtful rading lor Ihc counlry at Ihii season of ih: year talhon and 
IpyUiiliers hiVB no! provided for Mi.-— Pal! Mall Gauiu. 

THE WAY TO FORTUNE : A Series of Short Essays, 
with Illustrative Proverbs and Anecdotes from many 
sources. Third Edition. Small Svo., cloih extra, as. 6d. 
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AMERICAN DISHES, and How to Cook Them. By 
an American Lady. Crown 8vo., cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

** A smart little tome." — G. A. S., in Iliustrated London News. 



A CUP OF COFFEE. Illustrated. Fcap. 8 vo., boards, is. 

* This pleasant, gossiping monograph.*' — Daily Chronicle. 



THE QUICKEST GUIDE TO BREAKFAST, 

DINNER AND SUPPER. By Aunt Gertrude. 
Paper boards is. 

** A capital manual for housewives. ' — Literary World. 



ADULTERATIONS OF FOOD (How to Detect the). 
By the Author of ** Ferns and Ferneries." Illust. Crown 
8vo., sewed 9d. 

" This little work before us offers many useful hints to householders as to the detection 
©r everyday adulteration." — Pall Mail Gazette. 



THE ILLUSTRATED POETRY BOOK for Young 
Readers. Small crown 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

" It is the best book of the kind which has passed through our hands for some time." 

Bookseller, 

INDUSTRIAL CURIOSITIES: Glances Here and 
There in the World of Labour. Written and Edited by 
Alex. Hay Japp, LL.D. Fourth ed. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

" Nowadays boys are so fed upon story books and books of adventure that we welcome 
a book which tells them something about the facts of the world they live in." — Graphic. 



FOOTPRINTS : Nature seen on its Human Side. By 
Sarah Tytlek, Author of ** Papers for Thoughtful Girls," 
&c. Illust. Third edition. Crown 8vo. . 3s. 6d. 

"A book of real worth.^'—S/eciaior. 



GUDRUN, BEOWULF, and ROLAND. With 
other Mediaeval Tales. By John Gibb. Illust. Second 
and cheaper edition. Crown 8vo., cloth extra . 3s. 6d. 

" A safer or more acceptable gift-book it would be difficult to find." — Academy 



ARMY EXAMINATION SERIES. 

CrowQ 8vo., clotb, 2s. 6(j. eacb. 

I. GEOMETRICAL DRAWING: Containing 
General Hints lo Candidates, Former Papers set at the 
Preliminary and Further Examinations, and Four Hundred 
Questions for Practice in Scales and General Problems. 
By C. H. OCTAVius Curtis. Illustrated. 

a. A MANUAL OF FRENCH GRAMMAR. 
By Lf, Compte de la Houssave, Officier de la Legion 
d'Honneur, French Examiner for Military and Civil 
Appointments. 

3. GEOGRAPHY QUESTIONS: Especially adapted 
for Candidates preparing for the Preliminary Examination, 
By R. H. Allpress, M.A., Trin. Coll.,Camb. 

STOPS ; or, How to Punctuate. With Instructions for 

Correcting Proofs, &c By Paul Allardvce. Fourth 

and Revised edition. Demy i6mo,,parchmtntantique, is. 

"WthivthaMlvany word! hut thD5E of praise to give ta his vty thoughirul, VMV 

unly li.tl. bDok y~Jpun.a/ „/ EducaU0^, 



\ EASY LESSONS IN BOTANY. By Edward Step, 

Author of " Plant Life," izo Illustrations by Author. 

Third edition. Linen covers , . , .yd. 

Also in two pans, paper covers, each . 

f AN ENGLISH GRAMMAR FOR SCHOOLS. 

Adapted to the Requirements of the Revised Code, In 
Three Parts. Price zd. each, or complete in one cover, 6d. 

Adopted by the London School Board. 
(.FIRST NATURAL HISTORY READER. For 

Standard II. In accordance with ihe requirements of 
the Revised Code. Illustrated. Crown 8vo., cloth, gd. 

WriUHi io a simple and plcisnnl style."— Jrfjw/lTMrrfjaM 

^POETICAL READER FOR THE 

SCHOOLS. Illust. In Two Paris, each . 
Or in iections separately. 
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HALF-HOLIDAY HANDBOOKS : 

GUIDES TO RAMBLES ROUND LONDON. 

With Maps, Illustrations, and Bicycle Routes 
Crown 8vo., tewed, gd.; cloth, is. 



I. Kingston-on-Thames and 
district. 
II. Round Reigate. 

III. Dorking and district. 

IV. Round Richmond. 

V. Geological Ramhles round 

London. 
VI. Round Tunbridge Wells. 



VII. Greenwich, Blackheath and 

district. 
yill. From Croydon to the North 
Downs. 
IX. Bromley, Keston & district. 
X. Round Sydenham and Nor- 
wood, [district. 
XI. Wimbledon, Putney and 



** We could not do better than consult one of these cheap Handbooks .... They 
are well printed, contain good maps and nice illustrations, much information for the 
geologist and botanist, as well as the antiquarian, and useful direction for the increasing 
procession of cyclists.'* — Times. 

" Will be a boon to the weary Londoner, anxious to commune with nature." — The 
Jnauirer. 

** Capital guides to walks in the districts." — Daily Chronicle. 

** A pleasant and convenient series of books for the guidance of the pedestrian." — ^ 

Literary World. 

DICK'S HOLIDAYS, and What He Did with Them. By 
James Weston. Illustrated. Cheaper edition. Imperial 
4to., cloth extra . . . . . . 3s. 6d. 

" This is precisely the book that sensible parents must often have been wanting. . . . 
This delightful book." — Academy. 



A Handbook to 

THE FERNERY AND AQUARIUM. Containing 

Full Directions how to Make, Stock & Maintain Ferneries 

and Freshwater Aquaria. By J. H. Martin and James 

Weston. Illusts. Cr. 8vo., cloth, is. ; paper covers, gd. 

Issued also in two parts, paper covers, 6d. each. 

" We cordially recommend it as the best little brochure on ferns we have yet seen. Its 
merits far exceed those of much larger and more pretentious works." — Science Gossip. 

THE BATH AND BATHING. By Dr. J. Farrar, 
F.R.C.P.E. Crown 8vo., limp cloth . . . 9d. 

PRINCIPLES TO START WITH. By Isaac 
Watts, D.D. Introduction by Thomas Binney, D.D. 
Seventh Thousand. 32mo.,red edges., cloth elegant, or 
in the new wood binding : maple, cedar, walnut, and 
sycamore ........ is. 

" A gemi n the way ot printing and binding, while the excellence of the short practical 
precepts offered by the writers can hardly be over-estimated." — Rock. 
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'/MONTHLY- 
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PRICE 1/4 MONTHLY. 

*^* IVM the November issue, ivhick commenced 
a New Volume, Ike publieation of THE 
CENTURY MAGAZINE in this country 
passed into the hands of Mr. T. FISHER 
UN WIN. 

It is hoped Ihat under the new auspices the 

will nnt only mainlMn but increase its popuUritjt 
with the Ijrituh public 
It will be fonnd tbat the prospeciLve arrangements are more general and 
English in interest than usual. The sabject of the Life of Lincoln is 
of world-wide interest. The anthore of the two serial novels, Frank 
R. Stockton and G. W. Cable, have established an international 
reputation. And the papers on "ENGLISH CATHEDRALS," 
" OLD CHELSEA," and similar subjects which will receive efficient 
treatment, both textunlly and pictorially, cannot but attract consider- 
able atteniion in this country. The series of ORJGINAL POR- 
TRAITS of prominent Englishmen, Europeans, and Ameiicms, with 
accompanying descriptive papers, also appeal to a very wide circle. 
Bound Volumes for the half year ending with the October number may 

now be obtained, Price 10/6, 
Cloth Cases for binding the present or past half-yearly volumes can now 

be had, Price 1/4. 
Back Numbsrs can be supplied; immediate application is requested 

from persons desirous of completing their Sets. 
Subscriptions will now be booked. Single copies, post free, is, 7d. ; 
or 19s. per year, post free. To be bad of all Booksellers, News Agents, 
and Bookstalls in town and country. 
Orders and all business communications regarding THE 
CENTURY should in future be addressed to 
ITbe dentnie ASaoajlne, 

T. FBBER UNWIN, 26, Paternosler Sq., London, E.C. 
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